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THAT BOT OF NOEOOTT'S. 



CHAPTER I. 

THBTRIAL. 

Some years ago there was a trial in Dublin 
which, partly because the parties in the cause 
were in a well-to-do condition of life, and partly 
because the case, in some measure, inyolved the 
interests of the two conflicting Churches, excited 
considerable sensation and much comment. 

The contention was the right to the guardian- 
ship of a boy whose father and mother had ceased 
to live together. On their separation they had 
come to a sort of amicable arrangement that the 
child — then seven years old — should live altern- 
ate years with each; and though the mother's 
friends warmly urged her not to consent to a 
plan so full of danger to her child, and so certain 
to result in the worst effects on his character, the 
poor woman, whose rank in life was far inferior 
to her husband's, yielded, partly from habit of 
deference to his wishes, and more still because 
she believed, in refusing these terms, she might 
have found herself reduced to accept even worse 
ones. The marriage had been unfortunate in 
every way. Sir Roger Norcott had accompanied 
his regiment, the — th Dragoons, to Ireland, 
where some violent disturbances in the south had 
called for an increase of military force. When 
the riots had been suppressed, the troops, bro- 
ken up into small detachments, were quartered 
through the counties, as opportunity and conven- 
ience served ; Norcott^s troop — for he was a cap- 
tain — ^being stationed in that very miserable and 
poverty-stricken town called Macroom. Here 
the dashing soldier, who for years had been a 
Guardsman, mixing in all the gayeties of a Lon- 
don life, passed days and weeks of dreary de- 
spondency. His two subs, who happened to be 
sons of men in trade, he treated with a cold and 
distant politeness, but never entered into their 
projects nor accepted their companionship ; and 
though they messed together each day, no ot]ier 
intimacy passed between them than the courtOi- 
sies of the table. 

It chanced that while thus hipped, and out of 
sorts, sick of the place and the service that had 
condemned him to it, he made acquaintance with 
a watchmaker when paying for some slight serv- 
ice, and subsequently with his daughter, a very 
pretty, modest-looking, gentle girl of eighteen. 
The utter vacuity of Ms life, the tiresome hours 
of barrack-room solitude, the want of some one 
to talk to him, but, still more, of some one to 
listen — for he liked to talk, and talked almost 
well — ^led him to pass more than half his days 
and all his evenings at their house. Nor was the 
fact that his visits had become a sort of town- 
scandal without its charm for a man who actu- 



ally pined for a sensation, even though painful ; 
and there was, too, an impertinence that, while 
declining the society of the supposed upper class- 
es of the neighborhood, he found congenial com- 
panionship with these humble people, which had 
a marvelous attraction for a man who had no 
small share of resentfulness in his nature, and 
was seldom so near being happy as when flouting 
some prejudice or outraging some popular opin- 
ion. 

It had been his passion through life to be ever 
doing or saying something that no one could have 
anticipated. For the pleasure of astonishing the 
world no sacrifice was too costly ; and whether 
he rode, or shot, or played, or yachted, his first 
thought was notoriety. An ample fortune lent 
considerable aid to this tendency; but every 
year's extravagance was now telling on his re- 
sources, and he was forced to draw on his inge- 
nuity where before he needed but to draw on his 
banker. 

There was nothing that his friends thought less 
likely than that he would marry, except that, if 
he should, his wife wouM not be a woman of 
family. To bowl over both of these beliefs to- 
gether he married the watchmaker's daughter, 
and Mary Owen became a baronet's bride. 

Perhaps — ^I'm not very sure of even that — her 
marriage gave her one entire day of unbroken 
happiness ; I do not believe it gave her a week, 
and I know it did not a month. Whether it was 
that his friends were less shocked than he had * 
hoped for, or that the shock wore out sooner^ he 
was frantic at the failure of his grand coufT, and 
immediately set about revenging on his unhappy 
wife all the disappointment she had caused him. 
After a series of cruelties — some of which savor- 
ed of madness, but which she bore without com- 
plaint or even murmur — ^he bethought him that 
her religious belief offered a ground-work for tor- 
ment which he had hitherto neglected. He ac- 
cordingly determined to make his profession to 
the Church of Home, and to call on her to fol- 
low. This she stoutly refused ; and he declared 
t^t they should separate. The menace had no 
longer a terror for her. She accepted whatever 
terms he was pleased to dictate ; she only stipu- 
lated as to the child, and for him only to the ex- 
tent we have already seen. The first year after 
the separation the boy passed with his father ; 
the second he spent with his mother. At the 
end of the third year, when her turn again came 
round. Sir Roger refosed to part with him ; and 
when remind^ of his promise, coarsely replied 
that his boy, above all things, must be a gentle- 
man ; and that he was now arrived at an age 
when association with low and vulgar people 
would attach a tone to his mind^ wisk'^'^sN&bsssi. 
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'%4{iought8, that all the education in the 

td not eradicate ; and that rather than 
rh a desecration, be would litigate the 
' the last shilluDg of his estate. Such 
/ ^use before the Baronfl of the Excheq- 
mother pleading that her child should 
- v«I to her ; the fieither opposing the de- 
thai the mother's habits and associates 
- . 01 '. not in accordance with the prospects of one 
wht: should inherit title and fortune ; and last of 
all, that the boj was devotedly attached to him, 
and bore scarcely a trace of affection for his mo- 
ther. 

So painful were the disclosures that came out 
during the trial, so subversive of every feeling 
that pertains to the sanctity of the family, and 
so certain to work injuriously on the character of 
the child whose interests were at stake, that the 
judge made more than one attempt to arrest the 
proceedings and refer the case to arbitration ; but 
Sir Boger would not agree to this. He was once 
more in his element, he was before the world — 
the newspapers were full of him, and better than 
All, in attack and reprobation. He had de- 
manded to be put on the table as a witness, and 
they who saw, it is said, never forgot the insolent 
defiance of public opinion that he on that day«dis- 
played ; how boldly he paraded opinions in oppo- 
sition to every sense of right and justice, and how 
openly he avowed his principle of education to be 
— ^to strip off from youth evenr delusion as to the 
existence of truth and honor m life, and to teach 
a child, from his earliest years, that trickery and 
falsehood were the daily weapons of mankind, 
and that he who would not consent to be the 
dupe of his fellow-men must be their despot and 
their persecutor. If he had the satis&ction of 
outraging the feelings of all in court, and insult- 
ing every sense of propriety and decorum, he paid 
heavily for the brief triumph. The judge deliv- 
ered a most stem denunciation of his doctrines, 
and declared that no case had ever come before 
the court where so little hesitation existed as to 
the judgment to be pronounced. The sentence 
was, that up to the age of twelve the child was 
to be confided to the mother's charge, after which 
period the coiat would, on application, deliberate 
and determine on the ftiture guardianship. 

"Will you leave me, Owen?" asked the 
father, and his lips trembled and his cheek 
blanched as he uttered the words. The boy 
sprang into his arms and kissed him wildly and 
passionately ; and the two clung to each other in 
dose embrace, and their mingled sobs echoed 
through the now silent court. "You see, my 
lord, you see — " cried the father ; but the boy s 
struggles were choking him, and with his own 
emotions would not suffer him to continue. His 
sufferings were now real, and a murmur ran 
through the court that showed how public feeling 
was trembling in the balance. The bustle of a 
new cause that was coming on soon closed the 
scene. The child was handed over to an officer 
of the court, while the mother's friends concert^ 
together, and all was over. 

Over as regarded the first act of a life-long 
drama ; and ere the curtain rises, it only remains 
to say that the cause which that day decided was 
mine, and that I, who write this, was the boy 
"DigbyNorcott." 



CHAPTEB n. 

WITH UT MOTHBIL 

Mr mother lived in a little cottage at a place 
called the Green Lanes, about three milea from 
Dublin. The name was happily given, for on 
every side there were narrow roads overshadowed 
bv leafy trees, which met above and gave only 
glimpses of sky and cloud through their feathenr 
foliage. The close hedgerows of white or pink 
thorn limited the view on either side, and im- 
parted a something of gloom to a spot whose 
silence was rarely broken, for it was not a rich 
man's neighborhood. They who frequented it 
were persons of small fortune, retired subalterns 
in the army, or clerks in public offices, and such 
like petty respectabilities who preferred to herd 
together and make no contrasts of their means 
with larger, greater incomes. 

Among the sensations I shall never forget, and 
which while I write are as fresh as the moment I 
first felt them — were my feelings when the car 
stopped opposite a low wicko^ and Mr. M^Bride^ 
the attorney, helped me down and said, " This 
i3 your home, Digby ; your mother lives here." 
The next moment a pale but very handsome 
young woman came rushing down the little path 
and clasped me in her arms. 8he had dropped 
on her knees to bring her face to mine, and she 
kissed me madly and wildly, so that my cap fell 
off. " See how my frill is all rumpled !" said I, 
unused as I was to such disconcerting warmth, 
and caring £Eir more for my smart a])peanince 
than for demonstratious of affection. " Oh, dar- 
ling, never mind it," sobbed she. "You shall 
have another and a nicer. I will make it myself, 
for my own boy — for you are mine, Digby. Yoi? 
are mine, dearest, ain't you ?" 

" I am papa's boy," said I, doggedly. 

" But you will love mamma, too, Digby, won't 
you ? — ^poor mamma, that has no one to love her, 
or care for her, if you do not ; and who will so 
love you in return, and do every thing for you — 
every thing to make you happy — chappy and good, 
Digby." 

" Then let us go back to Earls Court • It's far 
prettier than this, and there are great lions over 
the gateway, and wide steps up to the door. I 
don't like tnis. It looks so dark and dreary- — it 
makes me cry." And to prove it, I burst out 
into a full torrent of weeping, and my mother 
hung over me and sobbed too ; and long after the 
car had driven away we sat there on the grass weej)- 
ing bitterly together, though there was no cor 
cert in our sorrow nor any soul to our grief. 

That whole afternoon was j)as8ed in attem])t8 
id comfort and caress me by my mother, and in 
petulant demands on my part for this or that 
luxury I had left behind me. I wanted my nice 
bed with the pink curtains, and my little tool- 
case. I wanted my little punt, my pony, my 
fishing-rod. I wanted the obsequious ser>'ants, 
who ran at my bidding, and whose respectful 
manner was a homage I loved to exact. Not 
one of these was forthcoming, and how could I 
believe her who soothingly told me that her love 
would replace them, and that her heart's affec- 
tion would soon be dearer to me than all my toys 
and all the glittering presents that littered my , 
room. "But I want my pony," I cried; "I 
want my little dog Fan, and I want to sit beside 
papa, and see him drive four horses, and he lets 
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10 Trhi]) tlicm too, and you won't." Aud bo 1 1 1 could hnve killed her on [h« spot aa she said 

iod liysteriuilly again, and in these fretful par- it. 

Kj-iims [ passed my evening. If Biddy Casaidr really opined that a hearty 

Ttie first week of my lite there was to me — it fit of crying would hare been a good alleratii'e 

.ill is tu me — like a dream — a sad, inonotonouB for me, she onght not to have expressed the opin- 

reun. Uepulscd in every fbim, my mother ion in my presence, for there was that much of 

jU poi'siatcd in trying to amuse or interest me, my father in me that quickly suggested resist- 

nd I citlicr eat in moody silence, refusing all nn<:e, and I at onco resolved that no mutter what 

LCention, or went off into pa^Bionate grief, sob- it might cost mc, or by what other means I might 

ing as if my heart would bre«k. " Let hiin cry find a vent for mj grief, I'd cry no more. All 

is fill," auid uld Biddv, the maid. "Ijet him my poor mother's corewea, alt her tendsmess, 

ly his fill, and it will do Lim good." And and all her watcbfol c»« never acted on m^ cliac- 
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acter with half the force or one-tenth of the ra- 
pidity that did this old tiag's attempt to thwart 
and oppose me. Her system was, by a contin- 
ual comparison between my present life and my 
past, to show how much better off X was now 
than in my former high estate, and by a travesty 
of all I bad been used to, to pretend that any- 
like complaint from me would be sheer ingrati- 
tude. ' * Here's the pony, darlin', waitin* for you 
to ride him," she would say, as she would lay an 
old walking-stick beside my door; and though 
the bloodtfwould rush to my head at the insult, 
and something very nigh choking rise to my 
throat, I would master my passion, and make no 
reply. This demeanor was set down to sulki- 
ness, and Biddy warmly entreated my mother to 
suppress the temper it indicated, and, as she 
mildly suggested, ** Cut it out of me when I was 
young" — a counsel, I must own, she did not follow. 
Too straitened in her means to keep a govern- 
ess for me, and unwilling to send me to a school, 
my mother became my teacher herself; and, not 
having had any but the very commonest educa- 
tion, she was obliged to acquire in advance what 
she desired to impart Many a night would she 
pore over the Latin Grammar that she might be 
even one stage before fne on the morning. Over 
and over did she get up the bit of geography that 
was to test my knowledge the next day ; and in 
this way, while leading me on, she acquired, al- 
most without being aware of it, a considerable 
amount of information. Her faculties were above 
the common, and her zeal could not be surpass- 
ed ; so that, while I was stumbling and blunder- 
ing over Swaine*8 Sentences, she had read all 
Sallust's Catiline, r.nd most of the Odes of Hor- 
ace; and long before I had mastered my Ger- 
man declensions, she was reading Grimm s Sto- 
ries and Auerbach's Village Sketches. Year 
after year went over quietly, uneventfully. I had 
long ceased to remember my former life of splen- 
dor, or, if it recurred to me, it came with no 
more of reality than the events of a dream. One 
day, indeed — 1 shall never forget it — the past i-e- 
vealed itself before me with the vivid distinct- 
ness of a picture, and I shame to say, rendered 
me unhappy and' discontented for several days 
after. I was returning one afternoon from a fa- 
vorite haunt, where I used to ^pend houri — the 
old church-yard of Kellester, a long-unused cem- 
eteiy, with a ruined church beside it — ^when four 
spanking chestnuts came to the foot of the lit- 
tle rise on which the ruin stood, and the serv- 
ants jumping down, undid the bearing-reins, to 
breathe the cattle up the ascent. It was my fa- 
ther was on the box, and as he skillfully brushed 
the flies from his horses with his whip, gently 
soothing the hot mettled creatures with his voice, 
I bethought me of the proud time when I sat be- 
side him, and when he talked to me of the dif- 
ferent tempers of each horse in the team, in- 
stilling into me that interest and that love for 
them, as thinking, sentient creatures, which gives 
the horse a distinct character to all who have 
learned thus to think of him from childhood. 
He never looked at me as he passed. How 
should he recognize the little boy in the gray 
linen blouse he was wont to see in black velvet, 
with silver buttons ? Perhaps I was not sorry 
he did not know me. Perhaps I felt it easier to 
fight my own shame alone than if it had been 
confessed and witnessed. At all events the sight 



sent me home sad and depressed, no longer able 
to take pleasure in my usual pursaits, and taming 
from my toys and books with actual aversion. 
' Kemembering how all mention of my &ther 
used to affect my mother long ago, seeing how 
painfuUy his mere name acted upon her, I for- 
bore to speak of this incident, and bnried it in 
my heart, to think and ruminate over when alone. 

lime went on and on till I wanted but a few 
months of twelve, and my lessons were all but 
dropped, as my mother*s mornings were passed 
either in letter-writing or in interviews with her 
lawyer. It was on the conclusion of one of these 
councils that Mr. M^Bride led me into the gar- 
den, and seating me beside him on a bench, 
said, '*! have something to say to you, Digby; 
and I don't know that I'd venture to say it, if I 
had not seen that you are a thoughtful boy, and 
an affectionate son of the best mother that e^er 
lived. You are old enough, besides, to have a 
right to know something about yourself and your 
future prospects, and it is for that X have come 
out to-day. And with this brief preface he told 
me the whole story of my fkther's and mother'a 
marriage and separation; and how it came to 
pass that I had been taken from one to live with 
the other ; and how the time was now drawing 
nigh — it wanted but two months and ten days— 
when I should be once more under my fatner's 
guidance, and totally removed from the influenee 
of that mother who loved me so dearly. 

'' We might fight the naatter in the courts, it 
is true,'* said he. ''There are circumstances 
which might weigh with a judge whether heM 
remove you from a position of safety and advant- 
age to one of danger and difficulty ; but it would 
be the fight of a weak purse against a strong 
one, not to say that it would also be the struggle 
of a poor mother's heart against the law of the 
land ; and I have at last persuaded her it would 
be wiser and safer not to embitter the relations 
with your fether-^to submit to the ine^dtable; 
and not improbably you may be permitted to see 
her from time to time, and, at all events, to 
write to her." It took a long time for him to go 
through what I have so briefly set down here; 
for there were many pros and cons, and he omit- 
ted none of them ; and while he studiously ab- 
stained from applying to my father any expres- 
sion of censure or reprobation, he could not 
conceal from me that he regarded him as a veiy 
cold-hearted unfeeling man, from whom litt' 
kindness could be expected, and to whom r 
treaty or petition would be lost time. I will i 
dwell on the impression this revelation produce 
on me, nor will I linger on the time that followec 
on it — the rexy saddest of my life. Our lesson* 
were stopped — all the occupations that once fiUev 
the day ceased — a mournful silence fell upon us, 
as though there was a death in the house ; and 
there was, indeed, the death of that peaceful ex- 
istence in which we had glided along for years, 
and we sat grieving over a time that was to re- 
turn no more. My mother tried to employ her- 
self in setting my clothes in order, getting my 
books decently bound, and enabling me in ever 
way to make a respectable appearance in th 
new life I was about to enter on ; but her grief 
usually overcame her in these attempts, and she 
would han^ in tears over the little trunk that 
recalled every memory she was so soon to r^;ard 
as the last traces of her child. Biddy, who had 
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long, for years back, ceased to torment or annoy 
me, came back with an arrear of bitterness to 
her mockeries and sneers. ** I was going to be 
a lord, and I'd not know the mother that nursed 
me if I saw her in the street ! Fine clothes and 
fine treatment was more to me than love and 
affection ; signs on it, I was turning my back on 
my own mother, and going to five with the 
blackguard — she didn't mince the word — that 
left her to starve." These neatly turned com- 
pliments met me at every moment, and by good 
fortune served to arm me with a sort of indig- 
nant courage that earned me well through ail 
my perils. 

To spare my poor mother the pain of parting, 
Mr. M'Bride — I can not say how judiciously — 
contrived that I should be taken out for a drive 
and put on board the packet bound for Holyhead, 
under the charge of a courier, whom my father 
had sent to fetch me, to Brussels, where he was 
then living. Of how I left Ireland, and jour- 
neyed on aftei*ward, I know nothing ; it was all 
confusion and turmoil. The frequent changes 
from place to place, the noise, the new people, 
the intense haste that seemed to pervade all that 
went on, addled me to that degree that I had few 
collected thoughts at the time, and no memory 
of them afterward. 

From certain droppings of the courier, howev- 
er, and his heartily expressed joy as Brussels 
came in sight, I gathered that I had been a very 
troublesome charge, and refractory to the very 
limit of actual rebellion. 



CHAPTER m. 



WITH MT FATHEB. 



At the time I speak of my father dwek in a 
villa near Brussels, which had been built by or 
for Mdme. Malibran. It was a strange, some- 
what incongruous edifice, and rather resembled 
a public building than a private gentleman's res- 
idence. It stood in a vast garden, or rather park, 
where fruit an^ forest trees abounded, and patch- 
es of flowers came suddenly into view in most 
unexpected places. There were carriage-drives, 
too, so ingeniously managed that the visitor 
could be l^d to believe the space ten times great- 
er than it was in reality. The whole inside and 
I out savored strongly of the theatre, and every 
.device of good or bad taste — ^the latter largely 
predominating — had its inspiration in the stage. 
As we drove under the arched entrance gate, 
> over which a crowned leopard — the Norcott crest 
- — ^was proudly rampant, I felt a strange throb at 
my heart that proved the old leaven was still 
alive within me, and that the feeling of being the 
son of a man of rank and fortune had a strong 
root in my heart. 

From the deep reverence of the gorgeous port- 
er, who wore an embroidered leather belt over his 
shoulder, to the trim propriety and order of the 
noiseless avenue, all bespoke an amount of state 
••^lind grandeur tliat appealed very powerfully to 
ine, and I cAn still recall how the bronze lamps 
that served to light the approach struck me as 
something wonderfully fine, as the morning's sun 
glanced on their crested tops. 

The carriage drew up at the foot of a large 
flight of marble steps, which led to a terrace 



covered by a long veranda. Under the shade 
of this two gentlemen sat at breakfast, both un- 
known to me. "Whom have we here?" cried 
the elder, a fat, middle-aged man of coarse feat- 
ures and stem expression; ''whom have we 
here?" The younger — conspicuous by a dreni- 
ing-gown and cap that glittered with gold em- 
broidery — looked lazily over the top of his news- 
paper, and said, '' That boy of Norcott's, I take 
it ; he was to arrive to-day." 

This wtis the first time I heard an expression 
that my ears were soon to be well familiar to, 
and I can not tell how bitterly the words insulted 
me. ** Who were they," I asked myself, "who, 
under my father's roof, could dare so to call 
me ? and why was I not styled Sir Roger Nor- 
cott's son, and not thus disparagingly ' that boy 
of Norcott's?'" 

I walked slowly up the steps among these men 
as defiantly as though there was a declared en- 
mity between us, and was proceeding straight 
toward the door, when the elder called out 
" Holloa, youngster, come here and report your- 
self! You've just come, haven't you ? 

"I have just come," said I, slowly, "but when 
I report myself it shall be to my father. Sir Roger 
Norcott.'* 

"You got that, Hotham, and I must say you 
deserved it too," said the younger in a low tone, 
which my quick hearing, however, caught. 

"Will you have some breakfast with us?" 
said the elder, with a faint laugh, as though he 
enjoyed the encounter. 

"^o, I thank you. Sir," said I, stiffly, and 
passed on into the house. 

"Master Digby," said a smart little man in 
black, who for a moment or two puzzled me 
whether he was a guest or a servant, " may I 
show you to your room. Sir? Sir Roger is not 
up: he seldom rings ior his bath before one 
o'clock; but he said he would have it to-day 
earlier." 

" And what is your name, pray ?" 

" Nixon, Sir. Mr. Nixon, Sir Roger is pleased 
to call me for distinction sake — the lower serv- 
ants require it.'* 

"Tell me, then, Mr. Nixon, who are the two 
gentlemen I saw at breakfast outside ?" 

* * The stoutish gentleman. Sir, is Captain Hoth- 
am, of the Royal Navy; the other, with the 
Turkish pipe, is Mr. Cleremont, Secretary to the 
Legation here. Great friends of Sir. Roger's, 
Sir. Dine here three or four times a week, and 
have their rooms always kept for them." 

The appearance of my room, into which Nixon 
now ushered me, went far to restore me to a 
condition of satis&ction. It was the most per- 
fect little bedroom it is possible to imagine, and 
Nixon never wearied in doing the honors of dis- 
playing it. 

" Here's your library, Sir. You've only to 
slide this mirror into the wall ; and here are all 
your books. This prese is your armory. Sir 
Roger gave the order himself for that breech- 
loader at Li^ge. This small closet has your 
bath — always ready, as you see. Sir — hot and 
cold; and that knob yonder commands the 
shower-bath. It smells fresh of paint here just 
now. Sir, for it was only fini^Y(ed on Saturday ; 
and the men are coming to-day to fix a small iron 
staircase from your balcony down to the garden. 
Sir Roger said he vr«ji ^Mat^^vjro.Ns^^i^'^SSwVi.^xr 
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I was silent for a moment, a moment of ex- 
quisite reverie, and then I asked if there were 
always people visitors at the Villa ? 

'* I may say, Sir, indeed, next to always. We 
haveo^ dined alone since March last" 

V^flow many usually come to dinner?" 

'** Five or seven. Sir ; always an odd number. 
Seldom more than seven, and never above eleven, 
except a state dinner to some great swell going 
through." 

" No ladies, of course ?" 

"Pardon me, Sir. The Countess Vander 
Neeve dined here yesterday; Madame Van 
Straatan, and Mrs. Cleremont — excuse me. Sir, 
tliere's Sir Roger's belL I must go and tell him 
you've arrived. " 

When Nixon left me I sat for full twenty 
minutes like one waking out of a trance, and 
asking myself how much was real, and how 
much fiction of all around me ? 

My eyes wandered over the room, and from 
the oeautifnl little Gothic clock on the mantle- 
piece to the gilded pine-apple from which my 
bed-curtains descended — every thing seemed of 
matchless beauty to me. Could I ever weary 
of admiring them ? would they seem to me every 
morning as I-*awoke as tasteful and as elegant 
as now they appeared to me ? Oh, if dear mam- 
ma could but see them I If she but knew with 
what honor I was recehred, would not the thought 
go far to assuage the gnef our separation cost 
her ? And, last of all, came the thought, if she 
herself were here to live with me, to read with 
me, to be my companion, as she used to be — 
could life -offer any thing to compare with such 
Iiappiness ? And why should not this be ? If 
l>apa veally should love me, why might I not lead 
him to see to whom I owed all that made me 
worthy of his love ? 

"Breakfast is served, Sir, in the small break- 
fast-room," said a servant, respectfully. 

"You mast show me where that is," said I, 
rising to follow him. 

And now we walked along a spacious corridor, 
and descended a splendid stair of white marble, 
with gilded balusters, 80^ across an octagon hall, 
vrith a pyramid nrno'^jjitiijji.plimlii in the centre, 
and into .a large gallei{|r with armor on the walls, 
that I wished greatly to linger over and examine, 
and then into a billiard-room, and at last into 
the small breakfast-parlor, where a little table 
was laid out, and another servant stood in readi- 
ness to serve me. 

" Mr. Eccles, Sir, will be down in a moment, if 
you'll be pleased to wait for him," said the man. 

** And who is Mr. Eccles ?" asked I. 

" The gentleman as is to be your tutor. Sir, 
I believe," replied he, timidly; "and he said, 
perhaps you'd make the tea, Sir." 

"All right," said I, opening the caddy, and 
proceeding to make myself at home at once. 
"What is here?" 

' ' Deviled kidneys. Sir; and this is fried mack- 
erel. Mr. Eccles takes oysters ; but he won't have 
them opened till he's down. Here he is. Sir." 

The door was now flung open, and a good- 
looking young roan, with a glass stuck in one eye, 
entered, and Avitli a cheery, but somewhat affect- 
ed voice, called out — 

" Glad to see you, Digby my boy ; hope I have 
not starved you out waiting for me ?" 

"I'm veiy hungiy, Sii*, but not quite starved 



out," said I, half amazed at the style of man s^ 
lected to be my guide, and whose age at most 
could not be above three or four and twenty. 

"You haven't seen your father yet, of conne, 
nor won't these two hours. Yes, Gilbert, let us 
have the oysters. I always begin with oysten 
and a glass of sauteme; and let me tell you, 
your father's sauteme is exceUent. Not that I 
counsel you, however, to start with wine at break- 
fast. I haven't told yon that I'm to be your tu- 
tor," said he, filling his glass; "and here's to 
our future fellowship." 

I smiled and sipped my tea to acknowledge 
the toast, and he went on : 

" You mustn't be afraid that 111 lean too heav- 
ily on you, Digby — at least at first. My system 
is, never make education a punishment. There's 
nothing that a gentleman — mind, I say a gen|)o- 
man — ought to know that he can not acquire as 
easily and as pleasantly as he does field-sports. 
If a man has to live by his wits, he must drudge ; 
there's no help for it. And — but here come the 
oysters. Ain't they magnificent ? Let me give 
you one piece of instruction while the occaaion 
serves : let no on6 ever persuade you that Col- 
chester oysters equal the Ostend. They have nei- 
ther the plumpness nor the juiciness, and still less 
have they that fresh odor of the sea that gives 
such zest to appetite. One of these days I ehaH 
ask you what Horace says of oysters, and where. 
You never heard of Horace — eh ?" 

" Yes, Sir ; I was reading the Odes when I 
came away." 

" And with whom, pray ?" 

"With mamma. Sir." 

" And do you mean to say momma knew Let- 
in?" 

" Yes, Sir; she learned it to teach me. She 
worked far harder than I did, and I could never 
come up with her." 

"Ah, yes, I see ; but all that sort of learning 
— that irregular study — is a thing to be grubbed 
up. If I were to be frank with you, Digby, I'd 
say I'd rather have you in total ignorance than 
with that smattering of knowledge a mamma's 
teaching is sure to imply. What had you rea4 
before Horace ?" ^i 

" CcBsars Commentaries, Sir, an ^neid y 
Virgil, two plays of Terence — " 

" Any Greek ? — ^any thing of Euripides or Ar- 
istophanes, eh ?" asked he, mockingly. 

" No, Sir ; we were to begin the New Tester 
ment after the holidays ; for I had just gone over 
the grammar twice." 

" With mamma, of course ?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

He hdped himself to a cutlet, and as he pour- 
ed the Harvey sauce over it it was plain to see 
that he was not thinking of what was before him, 
but employed in another and different direction. 
After a considerable pause he turned his eyes 
full upon me, and with a tone of far more serious 
import than he had yet used, said, "We're not 
very long acquaintea, Digby, but I have a trick 
of reading people through their faces, and I feel 
I can trust you." He waited for some remark 
from me, but I made none, and he went on, 
" With an ordinary boy of your age — indeed, I 
might go farther and say with any other boy — 
I'd not venture on the confidence I am now 
about to make; but a certain instinct tells me 
I run no danger in trusting ^ok." 
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** Is it a secret, Sir?" 

*^ Well, in one sense it is a secret ; but why 
Jo you ask ?" 

^^ Because mamma told me to avoid secrets ; 
to have none of my own, and know as little as I 
could of other people's. " 

'* An excellent role in general, but there are 
cases where it will not apply : this is one of them, 
for here the secret touches your own family. 
You are aware that papa and mamma do not 
ive together ? Don't flush up, Digby ; I'm not 
, ;oing to say one word that could hurt you. It 
is for your benefit — ^I might say for your abso- 
lute safety — that I speak now. Your father has 
one of the noblest natures a man ever possessed ; 
he is a prince in generosity, and the very soul of 
honor, and, except pride, I don't believe he has a 
fault. This same pride, however, leads him to 
fancy he can never do wrong ; indeed, he does 
not admit that he ever made a mistake in his 
life, and, consequently, he does not readily for- 
give those to whom he imputes any disasters 
that befall him. Your mother's family are in- 
cluded in this condemned list — I can't exactly 
8a.y why ; and for the same reason, or no reason, 
your mother herself. You must therefore take 
especial care that you never speak of one of these 
people." 

** And mamma?" 

^^Her name least of all. There may come a 
time — indeed, it is sure to come — when this 
difficulty can be got over ; but any imprudence 
now — the smallest mistake — would destroy this 
chance. Of course it's very hard on you, my 
poor fellow, to be debarred from the very theme 
you'd like best to dwell on ; but when you know 
the danger — not merely danger, but the positive 
certainty of mischief — a chance word might bring 
about, I read you very ill, or you'll profit by my 
warning." 

I bent my head to mean assent, but I could 
not speak. 

**Papa will question you whether you have 
been to school, and what books you are read- 
ing, and your answer will be ' Never at school ; 
had all my lessons at home.* Not a word 
more, nund that, Digby. Say it now after me, 
that I may see if you can be exact to a sylla- 

I repeated the words correctly, and he patted 
me affectionately on the shoulder, and said — 

" You and I are sure to get on well together. 
When I meet with a boy, who, besides being 
intelligent, is a bom gentleman, I never hesitate 
about treating him as my equal, save in that 
knowledge of life I'm quite ready to share with 
him. I don't want to be a Pope with my pupil, 
and say, *' You are not to do this, or think that,* 
and give no reason why. You'll always find me 
ready to discuss with you, and talk over, any 
thing that puzzles you. I was not treated in 
that fashion myself, and I know well what the 
i-epressive system has cost me. You follow me, 
don't you, in what I say ?' 

** Yes, Sir ; I think I understand it^.** 

Whether I looked as if my words had more 
meaning than they expressed, or that some sort 
of misgiving was working within him that he 
had been hasty in his confidence, I know not; 
but he arose suddenly, and said, '*! must go 
and get a cigarette." And with that he left 
me. 



CHAPTER IV. 

THfB VILLA MALIBRAN. 

For some hours I wandered over the house, 
admiiing the pictures, and the bronzes, and the 
statuettes, and the hundreds of odd nick-nacks 
of taste or curiosity that filled the salons. The 
treasures of art were all new to me, and I thought 
I could never weary of gazing on some grand 
landscape by Both, or one of those little interiors 
of Dutch life by Ostade or Miens. It seemed 
to me the very summit of luxury, that all these 
glorious objects should be there, ^waiting, as it 
were, the eye of him who owned them, patient 
slaves of his pleasure, to be rewarded by, per- 
haps, a hurried glance as he passed. The 
tempered light, the noiseless footsteps, as one 
trod the triple-piled carpet, the odor of rich 
flowers every where, imparted a dreaminess to 
the sense of enjoyment, that, after long, long 
years, I can recall and almost revive by an ef- 
fort of memory. 

I met no one as I loitered through the rooms, 
for I was in a part of the house only opened on 
great occasions, or for large receptions ; and so 
I strayed on, lost in wonderment at the extent 
and splendor of a scene which, to my untutored 
senses, seemed of an actually royal magnificence. 
Having reached what I believed to be the limit 
of the suite of rooms, I was about to retrace my 
steps, when I saw that a small octagon tower 
opened from an angle of the room, Siough no 
apparent doorway led into it. This pozde in- 
terested me at once, and I set about to resolve it, 
if I might. I opened one of the windows to in- 
spect t£e tower 'Oir the outside, and saw that no 
stairs led iq[> to it, nor «ny appar«it communi- 
cation existed with the rest of the house. I be- 
thought me of the sliding mirror which in zay 
own room concealed the book-case, and.ael to 
work to see if some similar contrivance faii^ not 
been employed here; but I searched in jabL 
Defeated and disappointed, I was turning aanay, 
when, passing my hand along t^ maijsm «C a 
massive picture-frame, I touc^td a small button; 
and as I did so, with a ftinfeiBiiiid like a wail, 
the picture moved slowi^^ Ifte an. opening door, 
and disclosed the interior of tho tower. I en- 
tered at once, my curiosity nowndsed to a point 
of intensity to know what had been so carefully 
and cunningly guarded fh>m public view. What 
a blank disaj^inttnent was mine! The little 
room, about nine or ten feet in diameter, con- 
tained but a few straw-bottomed chairs, and a 
painted table on which a tea-sen'ice of common 
blue-ware stood. A Dutch clock was on a brack- 
et at one side of the window, and a stuffed bird 
— a grouse, I believe — occupied another. A 
straight-backed old sofa, covered with a vulgar 
chintz, stood against the wall; an open book, 
with a broken fan in the leaves, to mark the 
place, lay on the sofa. The book was Paul and 
Virginia. A common sheet almanac was nailed 
against the wall, but over the printed columns 
of the months a piece of white paper was pasted, 
on which, in large letters, was written, ^* June 
11, 18 — . Dies infausta." I started. I had 
read that date once before in my mother's prayer- 
book, and had learned it was her marriage-day. 
As a ray of sunlight displays in an instant every 
object within its beam, I at once f>aw the mean- 
ing of every detail around ma, T^NRRR^^N^x^-^ssSk 
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hamble accessories of that modest home from 
which my dear mother was taken : these were 
the grim reminders of a time my father desired 
to per})ctuatc as an undying sorrow. I trembled 
to think what a nature I should soon be con- 
fronted with, and how terrible must be the tem- 
per of a man whose resentments asked for such 
aliment to maintain them ! I stole away abashed 
at my own intrusiveness, and feeling that I was 
rightfully punished by the misery that over- 
whelmcd me. How differently now did all the 
splendor appear to me as I retraced my steps ! 
how defiantly I gazed on that magnificence 
which seemed to insult the poverty I had just 
quitted I 

What a contrast to the nurtured spitefulness 
of his conduct was my poor mother's careful 
preser>'ation of a picture representing my father 
in his uniform. A badly painted thing it was ; 
but with enough of likeness to recall him. And 
as such, in defiance of neglect, and ill-usage, 
and insult, she preserved it — a memorial, not of 
happier days, but of a time when she dreamed 
of happiness to come. While I was thus think- 
ing, seeking in my mind comparisons between 
them, which certainly redounded but little to his 
credit, Nixon came up to me, saying, '^Oh, 
Master Digby, we've been looking for you in 
every direction. Sir Roger has asked over and 
over why you have not been to see him ; and 
I'm afraid you'll find him displeased at your 
delay." 

" I'm ready now," said I, dryly, and followed 
him. 

My father was in his study, lying on a sofa, 
and cutting the leaves of a new book as I entered ; 
and he did not interrupt the operation to offer 
me his hand. 

**So, Sir," said he, calmly, and coldly, **you 
have taken your time to present yourself to me ? 
Apparently you preferred making acquaintance 
with the house and the grounds." 

** I am very sorry, Sir," I began ; " btit I did 
not know you had risen. Nixon told me about 
one or two — " 

" Indeed I I was not aware that you and Mr. 
Nixon had been discussing my habits. Come 
nearer ; nearer still. What sort of dress is this ? 
Is it a smock-frock you have on ?" 

**No, Sir. It's a blouse to keep my jacket 
clean. I have got but one." 

**And these shoes; are they your own mak- 
ing?" 

" No, Sir. I couldn't make even as good as 
these." 

" You are a very poor-looking object, I must 
say. What was Antoine about that he didn't at 
least make you look like a gentleman, eh ? Can 
you answer me that ?" 
No, Sir, I cannot." 

Nor I either, " said he, sighing. * * Have you 
been equally neglected inside as out ? Have you 
learned to read?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

"And to write?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

"Write my name, then, there, on that piece 
of paper, and let me see it." 

I drew nigh, and wrote in a full, bold hand, 
Roger Noreott 

"Why not Sir Roger Noreott, boy? Why 
not inve me my name and title too ?" 






I " You said your name. Sir, and I thought—' 
" No matter what you thought. This TJia] 
alism comes of home-breeding," mattered be 
himself; " they are made truthful at the 'i 
of being vulgar. What do you know be i 
reading and writing ?" 

"A little Latin, Sir, and some French, 
some German, and three books of £aclid, .^.| 
the Greek grammar — " 

" There, there, that's more than enough iti 
will tax your tutor's ingenuify to stub up all .Irl 
rubbish, and prepare the soil for real acqutl 
ment I was hoping I should see you a sim|i{| 
a fresh, strong-natured, impulsive savage! Ylm\ 
I'm to do with you, with your little peddlffl|| 
knowledge of a score of things, I can't imaiiii 
I'd swear you can neither ride, row, nor ftisa^ 
never handled a cricket-ball or a single-stick?' 

" Quite true. Sir; but I'd like to do every 
of them." 

" Of course you have been taught music?* 
" Yes, Sir ; the piano and a little singing." 
"That completes it," cried he, flinging, 
book from him. " They've been preparing 
for a traveling circus, while I wanted to 
you a gentleman. Mind me now. Sir, and 
expect that I ever repeat my orders to any 
What I say once I mean to be observed, 
your past life be entirely forgotten by yoi 
thing that had no reality ; begin from this 
— from this very room — a new existence, wj 
is to have neither link nor tie to what has 
before it. The persons you will see here, 
ways, their manners, their tone, will be extauftt 
for your imitation ; copy them, not BeryfUeiy^jug 
indiscriminately, but as you will find how IWr 
traits will blend with your own nature. Nefi 
tell an untruth, never accept an insult widw 
redress, be slow about forming friendships, tm 
where you hate, hate thoroughly. That's enoq^ 
for the present. Ask Mr. Eccles to have 
kindness to take you to his tailor and order 8 
clothes. You must dine alone till you are siA' 
ably dressed. After that you shall come to mx 
table. One thing more and you may go ; doBi 
ever approach me with tales or complaints of tsj 
one ; right yourself where you can, and idpn 
you can not, bear your grievance silently. Toi 
can change nothing, alter nothing here ;*yoB«ie 
a guest, but a guest over whom I exercisWidl 
contvuL If you please me it will be well for you; 
if • • »t, you understand — it will cost me litue ID 
t-" you so. Go. Go now." lie motioned me 
i>t leave him, and I went. Straight to my room 
I went, and sat down at once to write it all to 
mother. My heart swelled with indignation at 
the way I had been received, and a hundred 
times over did I say to myself, that there waf 
no poverty, no hardship I would not face mthor 
than buy a life of splendor on such ignominioof 
terms. Oh, if I could but get back again to the 
little home I had quitted, how I would bless tbe 
hour that restored me to peace of mind and self- 
respect I As I wrote my indignation warmed 
with every line. I found that my passion was 
actually mastering my reason. Better to finidi 
this later on — when I shall be cooler, thought 
I; and I walked to my window and opened it 
There were voices of people speaking in the pad 
dock below, and I leaned over the balcony, 
saw the two men I had seen at breakfast, sea 
on rustic chairs, watching a young horse 
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broken to the saddle. The well-wom ring in 
the grasfs showed that this spot was reserved for 
such poilposes, nor was I displeased to know that 
'finch a source of interest lay so near to me. 

''Isn't he one of your Mexicans, George?" 
asked Captain Hotham. 

' * No, Sir, he's a Hungarian-bred 'nn. Master 
calls him a Jucker, whatever that is." 

'.' Plenty of action, any how." 

"A little too much, Sir; that's his fault, 
^e's a-comin' now, and it's all they can^ do to 
^oep him going over ^e park paling. Take this 
one back," said he to the groom, who was ring- 
ing a heavy-shouldered, ungainly colt in the ring. 

" You'll not gain, much credit by that animal, 
George," said Cleremont, as he lighted a cigar. 

"He ain't a beautr, Sir; he's low hetore, and 
he's cow-hocked behind; but Sir Boger says 
he's the best blood in Norfolk. Take .care, take 
care, Sir ! the skittish devil nbver kno^rs where 
he'll send his hind-legs. Steady^. -•, don't 
» ::heck him : why, he's sweating as iS :i been 
round the two-mile course." f 

The animal that called for thiaT' icism was 
a dark chestnut, but so bathed in s jc as to ap- 
pear almost black. He was one of those cross- 
breeds between the Arab and the western blood, 
that gain all the beauty of head and crest and 
straightly-formed croup, and yet have length of 
body and depth of rib, denied to the pure Arab. 
Tp my thinking he was the most perfect creature 
I $ad ever seen, and as he bounded ah^ plunged, 
there was a supple grace and pliancy about him 
indescribably beiftutiful. 

.George now unloosened the long reins which 
\y^re attached to the heavy surcingle, and after 
. ■ '<«lking the animal two or three times round the 
circle, suffered him to go free. As if astonished 
at his liberty, the young creature stood still for 
a minute or two, and sniffed the air, and then 
• gave one wild bound and headlong plunge, as 
though he were going straight into iJie earth; 
after which he looked timidly about him, and 
then walked slowly along in the track worn by 
the others. 

"He's far quieter than the last time I saw 
him," said Hotham. 

**He's gettin' more sense every day. Sir," 
" replied George ; " he don't scratch his head with 
his hind-leg now. Sir, and he don't throw hisself 
down neither." 

" He hasn't given up biting, I see," said Clere- 
mont. 

" No, Sir ; and they tell me them breed never 
does : but it's only play. Sir.** 

" I'll give you six months before you can call 
him fit to ride, George.** 

" My name ain't Spunner, Sir, if the young 
gent as come to-day don*t back him in six weeks* 
time." 

"And is it for the boy Norcott intends him?" 
asked Cleremont of Hotham. 

"So he told me yesterday; and though I 
warned him that he hadn't another boy if that 
fellow should come to grief, he only said, 'If 
ne's got my blood in him, hell keep his saddle ; 
and if he hasn't, he had better make room for 

other.*" 

"Ain't he a-going Wutiful now?" cried 
Q^rge, as the animal swung slowly along at a 
gefitle trot, every st^ of which was as measured 
A8 clock-work. 



"Youll have to teach the youngster also, 
George," said Hotham. "I'm sure he never 
backed a horse in his life.** 

"Nay, Sir, he rode very pretty indeed when 
he was six years old. I didn't put him on a 
Shelty, or one of the hard-mouthed 'uns, but a 
nice Uttle lively French mare, that reared up the 
moment he bore hard on her bit; so that he 
leamedxto sit on his beast without holdin' on by 
the bridle." 

"He's a loutish boy,*' said Cleremont to the 
captain. " 111 wager what you like they'll not 
make a horseman of him.** 

"Eccles says he's a confounded pedant," said 
the other ; " that he wanted to cap Horace with 
him at breakfast.'* 

" Poor Bob ! that wasn*t exactly his line ; but 
he'd hold his own in Bdzac or Fred Souh^.'* 

"Oh, now I see what Norcott was driving at 
when he said, 'I wanted the stuff to make a 
gentleman, and theyVe sent me the germ of a 
school-usher. * I said, ' Send him to sea with me. 
I shall be afloat in March, and I'll take him.' '* 

" Well, what answer did he make you ?" 

"It wasn't a civil one," said the other, gruffly. 
"He said, 'You misapprehend me, Hotham. 
A sea-captain is only a boatswain in epaulets. 
I mean the boy to be a gentleman.* '* 

" And you bore that ?'* 

"Yes. Just as well as you bore his telling 
you at dinner on Sunday last that a Le^padon 
secretary was a cross between an old lady and a 
clerk in the Customs.** 

" A man who scatters impertinences broadcast 
is only known for the merits of his cook or his 
cellar." 

"Both of which are excellent.'* 

"Shall I send him in. Sir?** asked George, 
as he patted the young horse and caressed him, 

"Well, Eccles,'* cried Hotham, as the tutor 
lounged lazily up, "what do you say to the 
mount tftey're going to put your pupil on ?*' 

"I wish they'd wait a bit. I shall not be 
ready for orders till next spring, and I'd rather 
theyd not break his neck before February or 
March." 

" Has Norcott promised you the presentadon, 
Bob ?** 

"No. He can't make up his mind whether 
hell give it to me or to a Plymouth brother, 
or to that fellow that was taken up at Salford 
for blasphemy, and who happens to be in full 
orders.*' 

' ' With all his enmity to the Established Church, 
I think he might be satisfied with you," said 
Cleremont. 

" Very neat, and very polite, too,*' said Eccles ; 
"but that this is the Palace of Truth I might 
feel nettled." 

" Is it, by Jove?" cried Hotham. " Then it 
must be in the summer months, when the house 
is shut up. Who has got a strong cigar ? these 
Cubans of Norcott's have no flavor. It must be 
close on luncheon-time." 

"I can't join you, for I've to go into town, 
and get my young bear trimmed, and his nails 
cut. ' Make him presentable, * Norcott said, and 
I've had easier tasks to do." 

So saying, Eccles moved off in one direction, 
while Hotham and Cleremont strolled away in 
another ; end I was left to my own reflections, 
which were not few. 
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CHAPTER V. 

A FIB8T DINNEB-PABTT. 

I WAS made '* presentable'* in dae time, and 
on the fifth day after mj arrival made my ap- 
pearance at the dinner-table. **Sit there, Sir," 
said my father, *' opposite me." And I was not 
worry to perceive that an enormous vase with 
flowers effectually screened me from his sight. 
The post of honor thus accorded me was a suf- 
ficient intimation to my fiither's guests how he 
intended me to be treated by them ; and as they 
were without an exception all hangers-on and 
dependents — men who dined badly or not at all 
when uninvited to his table — they were marvel- 
ously quick in understanding that I was to be 
accepted as his heir, and, after himself, the 
person of most consideration there. 

Besides the thi'ee individuals I have already 
mentioned, our party included two foreigners — 
Baron Steinmetz, an aid-de-camp of the King, 
and an Italian duke, San Giovanni. The duke 
sat on my father's right, the baron on mine. 
The conversation during dinner was in French, 
which I 'followed imperfectly, and was considera- 
bly relieved on discovering that the German spoke 
French with difficulty, and blundered over his 
genders as hopelessly as I should have done had 
I attempted to talk. ^^ Ach Grott," muttered he 
to himself in German, " when people were seek- 
ing for a common language, why didn't they take 
one that all humanity could pronounce ?" 

"So mein ich auch, HeiT Baron," cried I; 
**I quite agree "with you." 

He turned toward me with a look of positive 
affection, on seeing I knew German, and we both 
began to talk together at once with freedom. 

"What's the boy 8a3ring?" cried my father, 
as he caught the sounds of some glib speech of 
mine. " Don't let him bore you with his bad 
French, Steinmetz." 

" He is charming me with his admirable Ger- 
man," said the baron. "I can't tell when I 
have met a more agreeable companion." 

This was of c(mrse a double fiattery, for my 
German was very bad, and my knowledge on any 
subject no better ; but the fact did not diminish 
the delight the praise afforded me. 

"Do you know Grerman, Digby?" asked my 
father. 

"A little— a very Uttle, Sir." 

"The fe]low would say he knew Sanscrit, if 
you asked him," whispered Hotham to Ecdes.; 
but my sharp ears overheard him. 

"Come, that's better than I looked for," said 
my father. " What do you say, Eccles? Is 
there stuff there ?" 

" Flenty, Sir Roger ; enough and to spare. I 
count on IMgby to do me great credit yet." 

"What career do you mean your son to fol- 
low?" asked the Italian, while he nodded to me 
over his wine-glass in most civil recognition. 

" 111 not make a sailor of him, like that sea- 
wolf yonder ; nor a diplomatist, like my silent 
friend in the comer. Neither shall he be a sol- 
dier, till British armies begin to do something bet- 
ter Uian hunt out illicit stills and protect process- 
servers." 

" A politician, perhaps ?" 

" Certainly not, Sir. There's no credit in be- 

lonsing to a Parliament brought down to the me- 

of soap-boilers and bankrupt bill-brokers." 



"There's the Church, Sir Roger,'* chimed fa 
Eccles. 

" There's the Pope's Church, with some good 
prizes in the wheel ; but your branch, Master P job, 
is a small concern, and it is trembling besi '^dei. 
No. Ill make him none of these. It is in oar 
vulgar passion for money-getting we throw c m 
boys into this or that career in life, and we nar-> 
row to the stupid formula of some profession 
abilities that were meant for mankind. I mean 
Digby to deal with the world ; and to fit him for 
the task he shall learn as much of human natmne 
as I can afford to teach him." 

" Ah, there's great truth in that, very great 
truth ; very wise and very original too," were 
the comments that ran round the board. 

Excited by his theme, and elated by his soc- 
cess, my father went on : 

" If you want a boy to ride, you don't limit 
him to the quiet hackney that neither pulls nor 
shies, neither bolts nor plunges ; and so, if yon 
wish your son to know his fellow-man, you don't 
keep him in a charmed circle of deans and arch- 
deacons, but you throw him fearlessly into con- 
tact with old debauchees like Hotham, or aban- 
doned scamps of the style of Cleremont" — and 
here he had to wait till the laughter subsided to 
add, " and, last of all, you take care to provide 
him with a finishing tutor like Eccles." 

" I knew your turn was coming, Bob," whis- 
pered Hotham ; but still all laughed heartily, wdl 
satisfied to stand ridicule themselves if others 
were only pilloried with them. 

When dinner was over, we sat about a quartei 
of an hour, not more, and then adjourned to cof 
fee in a small room that seemed half boudoir, half 
conservatory. As I loitered about, having nc 
one to speak to, I found myself at last in a Uttk 
shrubbery, through which a sort of labyrinth me- 
andered. It was a taste of the day revived frgri 
olden times, and amazed me much by its novelty. 
While I was puzzling myself to find out the path 
that led out of the entanglement I heard a voice 
I knew at once to be Hotham's saying : 

"Look at that boy of Norcott's ; he's not sat- 
isfied with the imbroglio within doors, but he 
must go out to mystify himself with another." 

" I don't much fancy that young gentleman,' 
said Cleremont. 

" And I only half. Bob Eccles says we have 
all made a precious mistake in advising Norcott 
to bring him back." 

" Yet it was our only chance to prevent it. 
Had we opposed the plan, he was sure to have 
determined on it. There's nothing for it but 
your notion, Hotham ; let him send the brat tc 
sea with you." 

" Yes, I think that would do it." And novi 
they had walked out of ear-shot, and I heard nc 
more. 

If I was not much reassured by these drop- 
pings I was far more moved by the way in which 
I came to hear them. Over and over had m} 
dear mother cautioned me against listening tc 
what was not meant for me ; and here, simpl^i 
because I found myself the topic, I could not re- 
sist the temptation to learn how men would speali 
of me. I remembered well the illustration b} 
which my mother warned me as to the utter use- 
lessness of the sort of knowledge thus gained. 
She told me of a theft some visitor had made at 
Abbotsford — the object stolen being a signet-ring 
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Jjer^ Byron had given to Sir Walter. The man 
wfa- ''Ole this could never display the treasure 
wilHnit avowing himself a thief. He had there- 
lAre taken what from the very moment of the 
firmnd became valueless. He might gaze on it 
bi.Becret with such pleasure as his self-accusings 
would permit. He might hug himself with the 
tlioagfat of possession ; but how could that give 
pleasure or how drown the everlasting shame the 
mere sight of the object must revive ? So would 
it be, my mother said, with him who unlawfully 
possessed himself of certain inteUigence which he 
could not employ without being convicted of the 
way he gained it. The lesson thus illustrated 
liaa not ceased to be remembered by me ; and 
though I tried all my casuistry to prove that I 
listened without intention, almost without being 
aware of it, I was shocked and grieved to find 
how soon I was forgetting the precepts she had 
labored so hard to impress upon me. 

She had also said, '^By the same rule which 
would compel you to restore to its owner what 
you had become possessed of wrongfully, you 
ore bound to let him you have accidentally over- 
heard know to what extent you'«re aware of his 
thoughts." 

*'This much at least I can do,*' said I; '*I 
can tell these gentlemen that I heard a -pajt of 
their conversation. '* 

I walked about for nigh an hour rev(dving 
these things in my head, and at last returned to 
the house. As I entered the drawing-room I 
was struck by the silence. My father, Clere- 
mont, and the two foreigners were playing whist 
at one end of the room, Hotham and Eccles were 
seated at chess at another. Not a word was ut- 
tered save some brief demand of the game, or a 
murmured ^' check" by the chess-players. Tak- 
ing my place noiselessly beside these latter, I 
watched the board eagerly to try and acquire 
the moves. 

*' Do you understand the game ?" whispered 
Hotham. 

** No, Sir,'* said I, in the same cautioiis tone. 

''I'll show you the moves, when this party is 
orer." And I muttered my thanks for the 
eonrtesj. 

''This is intolerable," cried out my father. 
'^That confounded whispering is far more dis- 
tracting than any noise. I have lost all count 
of my game. I say, Eccles, why is not that boy 
in bed?" 

"I thought you said he might sup, Sir 
Boger." 

" If I did it was because I thought he knew 
how to conduct himself. Take him away at once. " 

And Eccles rose, and with more kindness than 
I had expected from him, said, " Come, Digby, 
m go too, for we have both to be early risers 
to-morrow." 

Thus ended my first day in public, and I have 
no need to say what a strange conflict filled my 
head that night as I dropped off to sleep. 



CHAPTER VI. 

HOW THE DATS WENT OYEB. 

If I give one day of my life, I give, with very 
nearly exactness, the unbroken course of my ex- 
igence. I rose veiy early— hours ere the rest of 



the household was stirring — to work at my les- 
sons, which Mr. Eccles apportioned for me with 
a liberality that showed he had the highest opin- 
ion of my abilities, or — as I discovered later on ' 
to be the truth — a profound indifference about 
them. Thus a hundred lines of Virgil, thirty 
of Xenophon, three propositions of Euclid, with 
a sufficient amount of history, geography, and 
logic, would be an ordinary day's work. It is 
fair I should own that when the time of examin- 
ation came I found him usually imbibing seltzer 
and cura9oa, with a wet towel round his head ; 
or, in his robuster moments, practicing the dumb- 
bdUs to develop his muscles. So that the inter- 
rogatories were generally in this wise : 

"How goes it, Digby ? What of the Homer 
—eh?" 

"It's Xenophon, Sir." 

" To be sure it is. I was forgetting, as a man 
might who had my headache. And, by-the-way, 
Digby, why will your father give Burgundy at 
supper instead of Bordeaux? Some one must 
surely have told him accidentally it was a dead- 
ly poison, for he adheres to it with desperate 
fideHty." 

"I believe I know my Greek, Sir," would I 
say, modestly, to recall him to the theme. 

" Of course you do ; you'd cut a sorry figure 
here this morning if you did not know it. No, 
Sir ; I'm not the man to enjoy your father's con- 
fidence and take his money, and betray my trust. 
His words to me were, ' Make him a gentleman, 
Eccles. I could find scores of fellows to cram 
him with Greek particles and double equations, 
but I want the man who can turn out the per- 
fect article — the gentleman.' Come now, what 
relations subsist^ between Cyrus and Xeno- 
phon ?" 

"Xenophon coached him. Sir." 

" So he did. Just strike a light for me. My 
head is splitting for want of a cigar.. You may 
have a cigarette, too. I don't object. Virgil 
we'll keep tall to-morrow. Virgil was a mtSr, 
after all. Virgil was a decentish sort of Martin 
Tupper, Digby. He had no wit, no repartee, no 
smartness ; he prosed about plows and shepherds, 
like a maudlin old squire ; or he told a very shady 
sort of anecdote about Dido, which I always doubt- 
ed should be put into the hands of youth. Horace 
is free too, a thought too free ; but he couldn't 
help it. Horace lived the same kind of life wp 
do here, a sort of roast-partridge and pretty wo- 
man sort of life ; but then he was the gentleman 
always. If old Flaccus had lived now, he'd have 
been pretty much like Bob Eccles, and putting 
in his divinity lectures perhaps. By-the-way, 
I hope your father won't go and give away that 
small rectory in Kent. 'We who live to preach, 
must preach to live. ' That isn't exactly the line, 
but it will do. Pulvis et umbra sumus, Digby; 
and, take what care we may of ourselves, we 
must all go back, as the judges say, to the place 
from whence we came. There now, you've had 
classical criticism, sound morality, worldly wis- 
dom, and the rest of it ; and, with your permis- 
sion, we'll pack up the books, and stand pro- 
rogued till — let me see — Saturday next. " 

Of course I moved no amendment, and went 
my way rejoicing. 

From that hour I was free to follow my own 
inclinations, which usually took a horsey tum^and 
as the stable offerad ««s«w!lxkvw«w\».^^^'w:^ ^:fc«ss. 
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rode six hours a day. Hotham was always to 
he found in the pistol-gallery about four of an 
afternoon, and I usually joined him there, and 
speedily became more than his match. 

" Well, youngster," he would say, when beaten 
and irritable, ** I can beat your head off at bill- 
iards, any how." 

But I was not long in robbing him of even 
this boast, and in less than three months I could 
defy the best player in the house. The fact was, 
I had in a remarkable degree that small talent 
for games of every kind which is a specialty with 
certain persons. I could not only learn a game 
quickly, but almost always attain considerable 
skill in it. 

"So, Sir," said my father to me one day at 
dinner — and nothing was more rare than for him 
to address a word to me, and I was startled as 
he did so — **so, Sir, you are going to turn out 
an Admirable Crichton on my hands, it seems. 
I hear of nothing but your billiard-playing, your 
horsemanship, and your cricketing, while Mr. 
Eccles tells me that your progress with him is 
equally remarkable." He stopped, and seemed 
to expect me to make some rejoinder ; but I could 
not utter a word, and felt overwhelmed at the 
observation and notice his speech had drawn 
upon me. 

"It's better I should tell you at once," resumed 
my father, " that I dislike prodigies. I dislij^e 
because I distrust them. The fellow who knoiKs 
at fourteen what he might reasonably have known 
at thirty is not unlikely to stop short at fifteen, 
and grow no more. I don't want to be personal, 
but I have heard it said Cleremont was a very 
clever boy." 

The impertinence of this speech, and the laugh- 
ter it at once excited, served to turn attention 
away from me ; but, through the buzz and mur-^ 
mur around, I overheard Cleremoixt say to Hoth- 
am, "I shall pull him up short one of these 
days^ and you'll see an end of alf this." 

*'Now," continued my father, "if Eccles had 
told me that the boy was a skillful hand at sherry- 
cobbler, or a rare judge of a Cuban dgar, I'd 
have reposed more f$iith in the assurance than 
when he spoke of his classics." 

"He ain't bad at a gin-shng with bitters, that 
I must say," said Eccles, whosb self-control, or 
good-humor, mayhap some less worthy trait, al- 
ways carried him successfully over a difficulty. 

"So, Sir," said my father, turning again on 
me, " the range of your accomplishments is com- 
plete. You might be a tapster or a jockey. 
When the nobility of France came to ruin in tne 
Revolntion the best blood of the kingdom became 
iMurbers and dancing-masters : so tlmt when some 
fine morning that gay gentleman yonder will dis- 
cover that he is a beggar, he'll have no difficulty 
in finding a calling to suit his tastes, and square 
with his abilities. What's Hotham grumbling 
about ? Will any one interpret him for me ?'* 

" Hotham is sajing that this claret is corked," 
said the sea-captain, with a hoarse loud voice. 

"Bottled at home!" said my father, "and, 
like your own education, Hotham, spoiled for a 
beggarly economy." 

" Tm glad you ve got it," muttered Cleremont, 
whose eyes glistened with malignant spite. " I 
liave had enough of this; I'm for coffee," and 
he arose as he spoke. 

" Has Cleremont leffc us ?" asked my &ther. 



"Yes; that last bottle has finished him. I 
told you before, Nixon knows nothing about 
wine. I saw that hogshead lying bung up for 
eight weeks before it was drawn off for bot- 
tling." 

"Why didn't you speak to him about it, 
then?" 

"And be told that I'm not his master, eh? 
You don't seem to know, Norcott, that you've 
got a houseful of the most insolent servants in 
Christendom. Cleremont's wife wanted the chest- 
nuts yesterday in the phaeton, and George re- 
fused her; she might take the cobs, or no- 
thing." 

"Quite true," chimed in Eccles; "and the 
fellow said, * I'm a-taking the young horses out 
in the break, and if the missis wants to see the 
chestnuts, she'd better come with we.'" 

"And as to a late breakfast now, it's quite 
impossible; they delay and delay till they run 
you into luncheon," growled Hotham. 

" They serve me my chocolate pretty regular- 
ly," said my father, negligently, and he arose 
and strolled out of the room. As he went he 
slipped his arm within mine, and said, in a half- 
whisper, "I suppose it will come to this — I shall 
have to change my friends or my household. 
Which would you aidvise ?'* 

"I'd say the friends, Su-." 

"So should I, but that they would not easily 
find another place. There, go and see is the 
billiard-room lighted. I want to see you play a 
game with Cleremont." 

Cleremont was evidently sulking under the 
sarcasm passed on him, and took up his cue to 
play with a bad grace. 

"Who will have five francs on the party?" 
said my father. " I'm going to back the boy." 

"Make it pounds, Norcott," said Hotham. 

"Ill give you six to five, in tens," said Clere- 
mont to my father. " Will you take it ?" 

I was growing white and red by turns all this 
time. I was terrified at the thought that money 
was to be staked on my play, and frightened by 
the mere.presence of my fadier at the table. 

*.* The youngster is too nervous to play. Don't 
let him, Norcott," said Hotham, wiUi a kindness 
I had not given him credit for. 

"Give me the cue, Digby; I'll take your 
place," said my father, and Cleremont and Hoth- 
am both drew nigh, and talked to him in a low 
tone. 

"Eight and the stroke then be it," said my 
father, "and the bet in fifties." The others 
nodded, and Cleremont began the game. 

I could not have believed I could have suffered 
the amount of intense anxiety that game cost me. 
Had my life been on the issue I do not think I 
could have gone through greater alternations of 
hope and fear than now succeeded in my heart. 
Cleremont started with eight points odds, and 
made thirty-two off the balls before my father 
began to play. He now took his place, and by 
the first stroke displayed a perfect mastery of the 
game. There was a sort of languid giace, an 
Indolent elegance about all he did, that when the 
stroke required vigor or power made me tremble 
for the result, but somehow he imparted the ex- 
act amount of force needed, and the balls moved 
i^bout here and there as though obedient to some 
subtle instinct of which the cue gave a mere 
sign. He scored forty-two points in a few miu- 
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^tes, and then drawing himself ap, said : ' * There's 
an eight-stroke now on the tahle. I'll give any 
one three hundred Naps to two that I do it." 

None spoke. **0r, 111 tell you what I'll do. 
I'll take fifty from each of you and draw the 
game!" Another as complete silence ensued. 
"Or, here's a third proposition, Give me fifty 
between you, and I'll hand over the cue to the 
boy ; he shall finish the game." 

*'Oh no, Sir! I beg you — I entreat — " I be- 
gan; but already, **Done!" had been loudly 
uttered by both together, and the bet was rati- 
fied. 

** Don't be nervous, boy," said my fiither, 
handing me his cue. " You see what's on the 
balls. You carom and hold the white, and 
land the red in the middle pocket. If you can't 
do the brilliant thing, and finish the game with 
an eight-stroke, do the safe one — the carom on 
the hazard. But, above all, don't lose your 
stroke. Sir. Mind that, for IVe a pot of money 
on the game." 

"I don't think you ought to counsel him, 
Norcott," said Cleremont. **If he's a player, 
he's fit to devise his own game." 

** Oh, hang it, no," broke in Hotham ; ** Nor- 
cott has a perfect right to tell him what's on the 
table." 

** If yon object seriously. Sir," said my father, 
proudly, **the party is at an end." 

*' I put it to yourself," began Cleremont. 

** You shall not appeal to me against myself. 
Sir. You either withdraw your objection, or you 
maintain it." 

"Of course he withdraws it," said Hotham, 
whose eyes never wandered from my father's 
face. 

Cleremont nodded a half-unwilling assent. 

" You will do me the courtesy to speak, per- 
haps," said my father; and every word came 
from him with a tremulous roll. 

" Yes, yes, I agree. There was really nothing 
in my remark," suid Cleremont, whose self-cou- 
trol seemed taxed to its last limit. 

"There, go on, boy, and finish this stupid 
affair," said my fkther; and he turned to the 
chimney to light his cigar. 

I leaned over the table, and a mist seemed to 
rise before me. I saw volumes of cloud rolling 
swiftly across, and meteors, or billiard-balls, I 
knew not which, shooting through them. I 
played and missed ; I did not even strike a ball. 
A wild roar of laughter, a ciy of joy, and a con- 
fused blending of several voices in various tones 
followed, and I stood there Hke one stunned into 
immobility. Meanwhile Cleremont finished the 
game, and, clapping me gayly on the shoulder, 
cried, "I'm more grateful to you than your fa- 
ther is, my lad. That shaking hand of yours 
has made a difference of two hundred Naps to 
me." I turned toward the fire; my father had 
left the room. 



CHAPTER Vn. 

A PRIYATB AUDISNCB. 

I HAD but reached my room when Eccles fol- 
lowed me to say my father wished to see me at 
once. 

** Come, come, Digby," said Eccles, good-na- 
turedly, ^ ' don't be frightened. Even if he should 
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be angry with you, his passion passes soon over ; 
and, if uncontradicted, he is never disposed to 
bear a grudge long. Go immediately, however, 
and don't keep him waiting." 

I can not tell with what a sense of abasement 
I entered my father's di*essiug-room ; for, after 
all, it was the abject condition of my own mind 
that weighed me down. 

" So, Sir," said he, as I closed the door, " this 
is something I was not prepared for. You might 
be forty things, but I certainly did not suspect 
that a son of mine should be a coWard." 

Had my father ransacked his whole vocabu- 
lary for a term of insult he could not have found 
one to pain me like this. 

** I am not a coward. Sir," said I, reddening 
till I felt my face in a perfect glow. 

"What!" cried he, passionately; "are you 
going to give me a proof of courage by daring to 
outrage me t Is it by sending back my words in 
my teeth you assume to be brave ?" 

"I ask pardon. Sir," said I, humbly, "if I 
have replied rudely ; but you called me by a name 
that made me forget myself. I hope you will for- 
give me." 

"Sit down there, Sir;* no, there." And he 
pointed to a more distant chair. "There are 
various sorts and shades of cowardice, and I 
would not have you tarnished with any one of 
them. The creature whose first thought, and, 
indeed, only one, in an emergency is his person- 
al safety, and who, till that condition is secured, 
abstains from all action, is below contempt ; him 
I will not even consider. But next to him — of 
course with a long interval — comes the fellow 
who is so afraid of a responsibility that the very 
thought of it unmans him. How did the fact 
of my wager come to influence you at all, Sir? 
Why should you have had any thought but for 
the game you were playing, and how it behooved 
you to play it ? How came I and these gentlemen 
to stand between you and your real object, if it 
were not that a craven dread of consequences had 
got the ascendency in your mind ? If men were 
to be beset by these calculations, if every fellow 
carried about him an armor of sophistry like this, 
he'd have no hand free to wield a weapon, and 
the world would see neither men who storm a 
breach nor board an enemy. Till a man can so 
isolate and concentrate his faculties oh what he 
has to do that all extraneous conditions cease to 
affect him, he will never be well served by his 
own powers ; and he who is but half served is 
only half brave. There are times when the un- 
reasoners are worth all the men of logic — remem- 
ber that. And now go and sleep over it." 

He motioned me to withdraw, but I could not 
bear to go till he had withdrawn the slur he had 
cast on me in the word coward. He looked at 
me steadfastly, but not harshly, for a moment 
or two, and then said : 

" You are not to think that it is out of regret 
for a lost sum of money I have read you this lec- 
ture. As to the wager itself, I am as well pleased 
that it ended as it did. These gentlemen are not 
rich either of them. I can afford the loss. What 
I can not afford is the way I lost it." 

"But will you not say, Sir, that I am no cow- 
ard ?" said 1, falteringly. 

"I will withdraw the word," said he, slowly, 
" the very first time I shall see you deal with a 
difficulty without a thought for what it ma.^ <;jQf^ 
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you. Tnere: uood- night; leave me now. I 
•Min i-^ have V. ride with you in the morning." 
.)• J *.A noilded • wice, and smiled, and dismissed 
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Tn*.'v vrob nothing, certainly, very flattering 
I im lA this reception. It cost me dearly while 
it lasted, and yet — I can not explain why — I 
came away with a feeling of affection for my fa- 
ther, and a desire to stand well in his esteem, 
such as I had not experienced till that moment. 
It was his atter indifference up to this that 
had chilled and repelled me. Any show of in- 
terest, any thing that might endence that he 
cared what I was, or what I might become, was 
so much better than this apathy, that I welcomed 
the change with delight. Accustomed to the 
tender solicitude of a loving mother, no niggard 
of her praise, and more given to sympathize than 
blame, the stem reserve of my father's manner 
had been a terrible reverse, and over and over 
had I asked myself why he took me from where 
I was loved and cherished, to live this life of 
ceremonious observance and cold deference. 

To know that he felt even such interest in me 
as this was to restore me to self-esteem at once. 
He would not have his son a coward, he said ; 
and as I felt in my heart that I was not a cow- 
ard, as I knew I was ready then and there to 
confront any peril he could propose to me, all 
that the speech left in my memory was a sense 
of self-satisfaction. 

In each of the letters I had received from my 
mother she impressed on me how important it 
was that I should win my father's affection, and 
now a hope flashed across me that I might do 
this. I sat down to tell her all that had passed 
between us ; but somehow in recounting the in- 
cident of the billiard-room I wandered away into 
a description of the house, its splendors and lux- 
my, and of the life of costly pleasure that we 
were living. ^^You will ask, dearest mamma,'* 
I wrote, *^how and when I find time to study 
amidst all these dissipations? and I grieve to 
own that I do very little. Mr. Eccles says he 
is satisfied with me ; but I fear it is more be- 
cause I obtrude little on his notice than that I 
am making any progress. We are still in the 
same scene of the Adiian that I began with you ; 
and as to the Greek, we leave it over for Satur- 
days, and the Saturdays get skipped. I have 
become a good shot with the rifle ; and George 
says I have the finest, lightest hand he knows on 
a horse, and that he'll make me yet a regular 
steeple-chase horseman. I have a passion for 
riding, and sometimes get four mounts on a day. 
Indeed, papa takes no interest in the stable, and 
I give all the orders, and can have a team har- 
nessed for me — which I do — when I am tired 
with the saddle. They have not quite given up 
calling me that * boy of Norcott's ;' only now, 
when they do so, it is to say how well he rides, 
and what a taste he shows for driving and shoot- 
ing. 

'* Don't be afraid that I am neglecting my 
music I play every day, and take singing les- 
sons with an Italian : they call him the Count 
GoastaUa ; but I believe he is the tenor of the 
opera here, and only teaches me out of compli- 
ment to papa. He dines here neariy every day, 
and plays piquet with papa all the evening. 

''There is a veiy beautiful lady comes here, 
Mdme. Cleremont. She is the wife of the Sec- 



' retary to the Legation. She is French, and has 
such pleasing ways, and is so gay, and so good- 
natured, and so fond of gratifying me in eveiy 
way, that I delight in being with her ; and we 
ride out together constantly, and I am now 
teaching her to drive the ponies, and she en- 
joys it just as I used myself. I don't think 
papa likes her, for he seldom speaks to her, 
and never takes her in to dinner if there is 
another lady in the room; and I suspect she 
feels this, for she is often veiy sad. I dislike 
Mr. Cleremont; he is always saying snappish 
things, and is never happy, no matter how mer- 
ry we are. But papa seems to like him best of 
all the people here. Old Captain Hotham and I 
are great friends, though he's always saying, 
*You ought to be at sea, youngster. TMs 
sort of life will only make a black-leg of yon.* 
But I can't make out why, because I am very 
happy and have so much to interest and amuse 
me, I must become a scamp. Mdme. Cleremont 
says, too, it is not true ; that papa is bringing me 
up exactly as he ought, that I will entei* life as a 
gentleman, and not be passing the best years of 
my existence in learning the habits of the well- 
bred world. They fight bitterly over this every 
day ; but she always gets the victory, and then 
kisses me, and says, * Mon cher petit Digby, I'll 
not have you spoiled to please any vulgar pre- 
judice of a tii'esome old sea-captain.' This she 
whispers, for she would not offend him for any 
thing. Dear mamma, how you would love her 
if you knew her ! I believe I'm to go to Rugby 
to school ; but I hope not, for how I shall live 
like a school-boy after all this happiness I don't 
know; and Mdme. Cleremont says she will 
never permit it ; but she has no influence over 
papa, and how could she prevent it? Captain 
Hotham is always saying, ' If Norcott does not 
send that boy to Harrow, or Bngby, or some of 
these places, he'll graduate in the Marshalsea — >, 
that's a prison— before he's twenty.' I am so 
glad when a day passes without my being 
brought up for the subject of a discussion, 
which papa always ends with, * After all, I 
was neither an Etonian nor Kugbeian, and I 
suspect I can hold my own with most men ; 
and if that boy doesn't belie his breeding, per- 
haps he may do so too.' 

" Nobody likes contradicting papa, especially 
when he says any thing in a certain tone of voice, 
and whenever he uses this the conversation turns 
away to something else. 

"I forgot to say, in my last, that your letters 
always come regularly. They arrive with papa's, 
and he sends them up to me at once by his valet, 
Mons. Durand, who is always so nicely dressed, 
and has a handsomer watch-chain than papa. 

''Mdme. Cleremont said yesterday, * I'm so 
sorry not to know your dear mamma, Digby ; 
but, if I dared, I'd send her so many caresses, 
de ma part.* I said nothing at the time, but I 
send them now, and am your own loving son, 

"Digby Norcott." 

This letter was much longer than it appears 
here. It filled several sides of note-paper, and 
occupied me till daybreak. Indeed, 1 heard the 
bell ringing for the workmen as I closed it, and 
shortly after a gentle tap came to my door, and 
Greorge Spencer, our head groom, entered. 

"I saw you at the wndow. Master Digby, *• 
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a^d be, "and I thongbt Td step np and tell yoa 
not to ride in Bpun this moming. bir Hoger 
wants to see Ton on llta,j BIohoih, and y<m 
know gba's a hot im. Sir, and dun't want the 
BteeL Indeed if ifae feels the boot, she's an 
much as a man on do to »it." 

"Yoa're a good follow, George, lo think of 
this," said I. "Do jon know where we're go- 
ing ?" 

"TTiat'B what I was going to tell yon. Sir. 
'We are going to the Boie de Canibre, and there's 
two of OUT men gone on witli hurdles lu set them 
up in the cross all^ of the wuod, and we're 
come on 'em nnawares, yoa see." 

"Then irtiv don't you give me Father Tom 






CHAPTEB Vm. 



t letter to my mother was reij ihoR, 



IT wouldn't have either. He said, 
'A child of fire years old coulJ ride the Irisli 
horse;' and as for Hnngerfbrd, he calls him a 
areas horse. " 

" Bnt who knows if Blossom will take a fence 7" 

"m warrant shell go high enough; huw 
she'll come down, and where, is another matter. 
Old; don't yoa go a pullin' at her; ride her in 
the snaffle, and as light as you can. Face her 
stnugbt at what she's got to go over, and let her 
choose her own pace." 

"I declare-I don't see how this is a fair trial 
ofmyriding, George. Do vou?" 

"Well, it is, and it isn't, said he, scratching 
hia head. "Vou might hove a very tidy hand 
and a niFe seat, and not be able to ride the mare ; 
hut then, Sir, you see, if you have the judgment 
to manage her coolly, and not rouse her tcin|>er 
toofb, if yon can bring her to a fence, and make 
her take offal a proper distance, and fly it, nev- 
er changing her stride nor balk, why, then, hell 
see yon can ride." 

'And if she rushes, or comes with her chest 
to a bank, or if — as 1 think she will — she refuses 
her fence,' rears, and falls back, what then ?" 

"Then I think the momin's sport will be 
pretlrf nigh over, " growled he ; as Uiough I had 
suggested something ]iersonRlly ofl'ensive to him. 

" What time do we go, Geoi^ 't" 

" Sir Soger said seven, air, hut that will be 
eight or half past. He's to drive over to the 
wood, and the horses are to meet him there." 

"All right. Ill take a short sleep, and be 
sharp to time. " 

As he left the room I tore open my letter to 
add a tew words. I thought I'd say something 
that, if mischance befell me, might be a comfort 
to my dear mother to read ovep and dwell on ; 
bnt for the life of me I did not know how to do 
it without exciting alarm or awakening her to 
the dread of some impending calamity. Were I 
to say, I'm off Ibr a ride with papa, it meant no- 
thing ; and if I said, I'm going to show him how 
I can roanage a very hot horse, it might ke^ her 
in an agony of suspense till I wrote again. 

80 I merely added, "I intend to write to yon 
very soon again, and hope I may do so widiin 
the week." These few commonplace words had 
a great meaning to my mind, however little they 
might convey to her I wrote them lo ; and as I 
read them over I stored them with details sop- 
plied by imagination — details so toll of incident 
and catBstrtmbe that they made a perfect story. 
After this I lay down, and slept heavily. 



"DearestMamiia,— Don't be shocked at mjr 
had writing, fur I liad a fall on Tuesday Um, 
and hurt my arm a little; nothing hniken, bnt 
bruised and sore to mine, so that 1 lie on my 
bed and read novels. Madame never leaves me, 

, but situ liere lu put ice on my shoulder and play 
chess with me. She reads out ilaliac fur me, 

' and I don't know when I had Huih a jolly life. 
It was a miller big hurdle, and the mure took it 
sideways, and caught her hind leg— at least they 
sav so — but we come down tugotlicr, and dM 

did not hse my saddle, and lie lion given me a 
gold watch and a sod with the Norcolt crest. 
Kveiy one is so kind ; and C^iplain llutluun 
conies up after ilinuer and tells me all the talk 
of the tabic, and we smoke and have our coffee 
very nicely. 

"Pupa comes every night before supper and 
is very good to me. lie says that Blossom is 
now my own. but I must teach her tocomecool- 
er to her fences. I can't write more. ti>r mv pain 
comes l>ack when 1 stir my arm. You shall hear 
of me consunlly, if 1 can not write myself. 

"Oil, dearcKt mamma, when papa is kind 
there is no one like him — so gentle, bo thonglit- 
fiil, so soft in manner, and so dignitied all the 
while. I wish you could see liim as he stood 
here. A thousand loves from votu: own boy, 
Digby." 

Madame Cleremont wrote by the same post. I 
did not see her letter; bat when mamma's an- 
swer came 1 knew it must have been a serions 
version of my accident, and told how, besides a 
dislocated shoulder, I hod got a broken cc^ar- 
boue and two ribs fractured. With all thJB, 
however, there was no danger to life ; for the doc- 
tor said every Ihing had gone luckily, and no in- 
ternal parts were wounded. 

Poor iziamma had added a postscript that puz- 
zled Madame greatly, and she came and showed 
it to me, and asked what I thought aba could do 
about it. It was an entreat that she might be 
permitted to come and see me. There was a 
touching humility in the reijnest that olmon 
choked me with emotion as I read it. " I conld 
come and go, unknown and unnoticed," wrotij 
she. ' " None of Sir Koger's honscihold have ever 
seen me, and my visit might pass for the devo- 
tiim of some old follower of the family, ud I 
will promise not to repeat it." "She urged bar 
plea in the moat beseeching terms, and said that 
she would submit to any conditions if her prayer 
were oidy complied with. 

" I really do not know what to do here," said 
Madame to me. ' ' Without yom' father's con- 
currence this can not be done ; and who is to ask 
him for permission ?" 

" ShaU I ?" 

"No, no, no," cried she, rapidly. "8ndi a 
step on your part would be ruin) a csrtxin re- 
fusal, and ruin to yourselC" 

"Could Mr. Eccles do it?" 

" He bag no influence whatever." 

" Has Captain Hotham ?" 

"Less, if tesa tie7<ii^\iW 



so 
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• * Mr. Cleremont, then ?" ' 
*' Ah, yes, he might, and with a better chance 

of BOcceHH ; but — " She stopped, and though I 
waited patiently, she did not finish her sentence. ■ 

* * Bat what T asked I,, at last 

*' Gaston hates doing a hazardous thing," said 
•he; and I remarked that her expression changed, 
and her &ce assumed a hard, stem look as she 
spoke : ** Ilis theory is, do nothing without three 
to one in your favor. He says you'll always get 
these odds, if you only wait. 

" But you don't believe that ?" cried I, eagerly. 

** Sometimes — very seldom ; that is, I do not 
whenever I can help it." There was a long pause 
now, in which neither of us spoke. At last she | 
stdd, **I can't aid your mother in this project, j 
She must give it up. There is no saying how 
your father would resent it." 

" Atid how will you tell her that?" faltered I 
oat. 

"I can't tell. I'll try and show her the mis- 
chief it might bring upon you ; and that now, 
standing high, as you do, in your father's favor, 
she would never forgive herself if she were the 
cause of a change toward you. This considera- 
tion will have more weight with her than any that 
could touch herself ijersonally." 

" But it shall not, " cried I, passionately. " No- 
thing in my fortune shall stand between my mo- 
ther and her love for me.'* 

She bent down and looked at me with an in- 
tensity in her stare that I can not describe; it 
was as if, by actual steadfastness, she was able 
to fix me, and read me in my inmost heart. 

"From which of your parents, Digby," said 
she, slowly, "do you derive this nature?" 

" I do not know; papa always says I am very 
like him." 

"And do you believe that papa is capable of 
great «elf-sacrifice ? I mean, would he let his af- 
fections lead him against his interests ?" 

"That he would! He has told me over and 
over ; the head is as often wrong as right — the 
heart only errs about once in five times." She 
fell on my neck and kissed me as I said this, with 
a sort of rn])turou8 delight. " Your heait will be 
always ri;^lit, dear boy," said she; once more 
she bent down aiid kissed me, and then hurried 
awav. 

This Kceiu". Tnu^i have worked more powerfully 
■ )ii my n(!rv'- ilmii I felt, or was aware of, while 

vjis p... -ng ; .11. all events, it brought back my 

%t.i, and hetorc nii^ht I was in wild delirium. 
l)f the scvtiii loiif^ ww.k.'^ that followed, with all 
their alternuiK.ii.s, 1 knew nothing. My first 
consciousness was to know myw^lf, as very weak 
and propped by pillows, iu n hnlf-darkened room, 
in wnich an old nurse-temi'.t sat and mingled her 
h^uivy snorings with the ii(;k:ng of the clock on 
the chimney. Thus dn)>^ "• 'V pondering, with 
A debilitated bmin, I used to I'.mcy that I had 
paused away ii>t.o another form >t' existence, in 
vhich no -^ischt t sornds shoul<t v-ome but these 
dreary br< . ^'i...... ^ ad that reiiforseless ticking 

tJiat sc'Mn 1 '>e spelling out "ctomity.'* 

Soniotimcs one, sometimes t^'o r three per- 
sons, would enter tlie room, approach the bed, 
and talk together in whispers, and i would lan- 
guidly lift up my eyes and^look at them, and 
though I thought they were'not altogether un- 
known to me, the attempt at recognition would 
have been an effort so fall of pain that I woold, 



rather than make it, fall back again into apathy. 
The first moment of perfect conscioosnees — ^wl^eo 
I could easily follow all that I heard, and rs- 
member it aftem'ard — ^was one evening when a 
faint but delicious air came in throngh the open 
window, and the rich fragrance of the garden 
filled the room. Captain Hotham and the doc- 
tor were seated on the balcony smoking and 
chatting. 

"You're snre the tobacco won't be bad for 
him ?" asked Hotham. 

" Nothing will be bad or good now,** was the 
answer. " Effusion has set in." 

" Which means that it's all over — eh ?" 

"Alx>at one in a thousand, perhaps, rnb 
through. My o^ti experience records no in- 
stance of recovery," 

" And you certainly did not take snch a gloomy 
view of his case at first. You told me that there 
were no vital parts touched !" 

"Neither was there ; the ribs had suffered r.- 
displacement, and as for a bioken clavicle, I'n 
known a fellovv get up and fl;iish his race aOer 
it. This boy ^vas doi-ig fame u>lv. 1 don't know 
that I . 01 ^;iw a case goinjj > 'ii bettc i , when 
som" of them here- irs not eusv to sav whom — 
sent oti' for hib mother to come and see him. Of 
course, >^lthout Norcott's knowledge. It was a 
rash thing to do, and not well done either; for 
when the v\onian arrived there was no prepara- 
tion made, either with the boy or herself, for 
their meeting; and the result was, that when 
she crossed the threshold and saw him she fiunt- 
ed away. The youngster tried to get to her and 
fainted too : a great hubbub and noise followed ; 
and Norcott himself appeared. The scene that 
ensued must have been, from what I heard, ter- 
rific. He either ordered the woman out of the 
house or he dragged her away — it's not easy to 
say which — but it is quite clear that he went ab- 
solutely mad with passion : some say that he told 
them to pack off the boy along with her, but of 
course this was sheer impossibility; the boy was 
insensible, and has been so ever since." 

" I was at Namur that day, but they told me 
when I came back that Cleremont's wife had be- 
haved so well ; that she had the courage to £Eice 
Norcott ; and though I don't believe she did much 
by her bravery, she drove him off the field to 
his own room; and when his wife did leave the 
house for the railroad it was in one, of Norcott*8 
carriages, and Madame herself accompanied 
her." 

"Is she his wife? that's the question." 

"There's not a doubt of it. Blenkworth of 
the Greys was at the wedding. " 

" If I were to be examined before a commis- 
sion of lunar.y to-morrow," said the doctor, sol- 
emnly, " I'd call tliat man insane." 

"And you'd shut him up?" 

" I'd shut him up !" 

" Then I'm precious glad you are not called 
on to give an opinion, for you'd shut up the best 
house in this quarter of Europe." 

" And what security have you any moment 
that he won't make a clean sweep of it, and turn 
you all into the streets ?" 

" Yes, that's on the cards any day." 

"He must have got through almost every 
thing he had ; besides, I never heard his prop- 
erty called six thousand a year, and 111 swear 
twelve woiddn't pay his way here." 
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'^What does he care! Ilis father and he 
agreed to cat off the entail ; and seeing the sort 
of marriage he made, he'll not fret mach at leav- 
ing the boy a beggar." *" 

*^ Bat he likeshixn : if there's any thing in the 
world he cares for, it's that boy!" 

Tlie other must have made some gesture of 
doubt or dissent, for the doctor quickly added, 
**No, no, Im right about that. It was only 
yesterday morning he said to mO| with a shako 
in tlie voice there's no mistaking, ' If you can 
come and tell me, doctor, that he's out of danger, 
1*11 give you a thousand pounds.' " 

*' Kgud, I think I'd have done it, even though 
I might have made a blunder." 

** Ye're no a doctor. Sir, that's plain ;" and in 
the emotion of the moment he spoke the words 
with a strong Scotch accent. 

Tliere was a silence of some minutes, and 
Ilotham said, ** That little Franch woman and I 
have no love lost between us ; but I'm glad she 
cut up so well." 

*^l1iey're strange natures, there s no denying 
it. They'll do less from duty and more from 
impulse than any ])eople in the world, and they're 
never thoroughly proud of themselves except 
when they're all wrong." 

^'Thats a neat character for Frenchwomen," 
said Ilotham, laughing. 

'^ I think Norcott will be looking out for his 
whist by tliis time," said the other; and they 
both arose, and passing noiselessly through the 
room, moved away. 

1 had enough left me to tliink over, and I did 
think over it till 1 fell asleep. 



• ClIArTEK IX. 

MADAMH CLBRBMONT. 

From that day forth I received no tidings of 
my motlior. Whether my own letters reached 
her or not I could not tell ; and though I on- 
treated Madame ('loremont, who was now my 
coniidimt in every thing, to aid ma in learning 
where my mother was, she declared tliat the tank 
was beyond her ; and at last, as time wont over, 
my anxieties l)ecame blunted and my affections 
dulled. The life I was leading grew to have such 
a hold upon me, and was so full of its own varied 
interests, that — with shame i say it — 1 actually 
forgot tlie very existence of her to whom I owed 
any trace of good, or honest, or trutliful, tliat 
was in me. 

The house in which I was living was a finish- 
ing school for every sort of dissipation, and all 
who frecjuented it were people who only lived for 
pleasure. Play of the highest kind went on un- 
ceasingly, and large sums wore bandied about 
ft'om hand to hand as^carelossly as if all were 
men of fortune and indifferent to heavy losses. 

A splendid mode of living, sumptuous dinners, 
a great retinue, and perfect lil)erty to the guests, 
draw around us that class who, knowing well that 
Uiey have no other occupation than self-indul- 
gence, throw an air of languid elegance over vice, 
which your vulgar siimer, who has only intervals 
of wickedness, knows nothing of; and this, be it 
said passingly, is, of all sections of society, the 
most seductive and dangerous to the young : for 
there are no outrages to taste among these peo- 



ple, they violate no decanfltel, they shock no 
principles. If they smash the tables of the law 
it is in kid gloves, and with a delicious odor of 
Ess bouciuet about them. The ( )lercmont8 lived 
at the Villa. CUeremont managed the household, 
and gave the orders for every thing. Madame 
received the com|>any and did the honors ; my 
father h>ungiiig about like an unoccupied gaest, 
and actually amused, as it seemed, by his own 
uniini)ortance. Ilotham had gone to sea; but 
Kccles remained, in name, as my tutor ; but we 
rarely met, save at meal-times, and his manner 
to me was almost slavish in subserviency, and 
with a habit of flattery that, even young as I was, 
revolted me. 

*^ Isn't that your charge, Eccles?" I once heard 
an old gentleman ask him ; and he replied, ** Yes, 
my lord ; but Madame ( 'leremont has succeeded 
me. It is she is finishing him." 

And they both laughed heartily at the joke. 
Tliere was, however, this much of truth in tlie 
s|)eech, tliat I lived almost entirely in her so- 
ciety. We sang together ; she called me Cheru- 
bino, and taught me all the {lages' songs in Mo- 
zart or liossini; and we rode out together, or 
read or walked in company. Nor was her in- 
fluence over me such as might effeminate me. 
(hi the contrary, it was ever her aim to give me 
manly tastes and ambitions. She laid great stress 
on my l)eing a perfect swordsman and a pistol- 
shot, over and over telling me that a consdons 
skill in arms gives a man immense coolness in 
every cpiestion of difference with other men ; and 
she would add, '* Dim't fall into that John Boll 
blunder of believing that dueling is gone out be- 
cause thoy dislike the practice in Knghmd. The 
world is ' happily larger than the British Isl- 
ands." 

Little sneers like this at England, sarcasms on 
English prudery, English reserve, or English dis- 
trustfulness, were constantly dropping iVom her, 
and I gi'ew up to believe that, while genuine sen- 
timent and unselfish devotion lived on one side 
of the Channel, a decorous hypocrisy had its home 
on the other. 

Now she would contrast the women of Balzac's 
novels with the colder nonentities of English 
fiction ; and now she would dwell on traits of 
fascination in the sex which our writers either 
did not know of or were afraid to touch on. ** It 
is entirely tflls fault of your Englishwomen,** ihs 
would say, 'Hhat the men invariably fall victims 
to foreign seductions. Circe always sings with 
a bronchitis in the North;" and though I bnt 
dimly saw what she pointed at then, 1 lived to 
perceive her meaning more fully. 

As for my father, I saw little of him, bat in 
that little ho was always kind and good-natured 
with me. lie would (juiz me about my lessons, 
fiA though I were the tutor, and Eccles the pupil ; 
and ask me how he got on with his Aristophanes 
or his Homer? He talked to me freely about 
the ]>eople who came to the house, and treated 
me almost as an equal. All this time he behaved 
to Madame with a reserve that was perfiBCtly 
chilling, so that it was the rarest thing in the 
world for the three of us to be together. 

*' I don't think you like papa, said I once to 
her, in an effusion of confidence. '* I am sure 
you don't like him!" 

*' And why do you think so?'* asked she, with 
the faintest imaginable flush on her pale dioek. 
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While I was pnzzfing myself what to answer, 
she said: 

" Come now, Chenibino, what you really meant 
to say was, I don't think papa likes you /" 

Though I never could have made so rude a 
speech, its truth and force struck me so palpably 
that I could not answer. 

"Well," cried she, with a little laugh, **he is 
Teiy fond of Monsieur Cleremont, and that ought 
always to be enough for Madame Cleremont 
Do you know, Cherubino, it's the rarest thing in 
life for a husband and wife to be liked by the 
same people. There is in conjugal life some 
beautiful little ingredient of discord that sets the 
two partners to the compact at opposite poles, 
and gives them separate followings. I mustn't 
distract yon with the theory, I only want you to 
see why liking my husband is sufficient reason for 
not caring for me" 

Now, as I liked her exceedingly, and felt 
something very near to hatred for Monsieur 
Cleremont, I accepted all she said as incontesti- 
ble truth. Still I grieved over the fact that papa* 
was not of my own mind, and did not see her 
and all her fascinations as I did. 

There is something indescribably touching in 
the gentle sadness of certain buoyant bright na- 
tures. Like the low notes in a treble voice, there 
is that that seems to vibrate in our hearts at a 
most susceptible moment, and with the force of 
an unforeseen contrast ; and it was thus that, in 
her graver times, she won over me an ascendency, 
and inspired an interest whidh, had I been other 
than a mere boy, had certainly been love. 

Perhaps I should not have been even conscious, 
as I was, of this sentiment, if it were not for the 
indignation I felt at Cleremont's treatment of 
her. Over and over again my temper was pushed 
to its last limit by his brutality and coarseness. 
His tone was a perpetual sneer, and his wife sel- 
dom spoke before him without his directing to- 
ward her a sarcasm or an impertinence. This 
was especially remarkable if she uttered any sen- 
timent at all elevated, when his banter would be 
ushered in with a burst of derisive laughter. 

Nothing could be more perfect than the way 
she bore these trials. There was no assumed 
martyrdom ; no covert appeal for sympathy ; no 
air of suffering asking for protection. No! 
whether it came as ridicule or rebuke, she ac- 
cepted it gently and good-humoredly ; trying, 
when she could, to turn it off with a laugh, or 
when too grave for that, bearing it with quiet 
forbearance. 

I often wondered why my father did not check 
these persecutions, for they were such, and very 
cruel ones too ; but he scarcely seemed to notice 
them, or if he did it would be by a smile, far 
more like enjo3rment of Cleremont's coarse wit 
than reprehending or reproving it. 

'* I wonder how that woman stands it," I once 
overheard Hotham say to Eccles ; and the other 
relied: 

"I don't think she does stand it. I mistake 
her much if she is as forgiving as she looks." 

Why do I recall these things ? why do I dwell 
on incidents and passages which had no actual 
bearing on my own destiny ? Only because they 
serve to show the terrible school in which I was 
brought up ; the mingled dissipation, splendor, 
indo&nce, and passion in which my boyhood was 
passed. Snirounded by men of reckless habits, 



and women' but a mere shade better, life pre- 
sented itself to me as one series of costly pleas- 
ures, dashed only with such disappointments as 
loss at play inflicted, or some project of intrigue 
baffled or averted. 

**If that boy of Norcott's isn't a scamp he 
must be a most unteachable young rascal,'* said 
an old colonel once to Ecx^ on the croquet- 
ground. 

** He has had great opportunities," said Eccles, 
as he sent off his ball, '* and, so far as I see, neg- 
lected none of them." 

** You were his tutor, I think," said the other 
with a laugh. 

'* Yes, tUl Madame Cleremont took my place." 

" I'll not say it was the worst thing could have 

happened him. I wish it had been a woman had 

spoiled me. Eh, Eccles, possibly you may have 

some such misgivings yourself?" 

" I was never corrupted," said the other, with a 
sententious gravity whose hypocrisy was palpable. 
I meditated many and many a time over these 
few words, and they suggested to me the first at- 
tempt I ever made to know something about my- 
self and my own nature. 

Those stories of Balzac's, those wonderful pic- 
tures of passionate life, acquired an immense 
hold upon me, from the very character of my own 
existence. That terrific game of temper against 
temper, mind against mind, and heart against 
heart, of which I read in these novels, I was dai- 
ly witnessing in what went on around me, and I 
amused myself by giving the names of the char- 
acters in these fictions to the various persons of 
our society. 

'* It is a very naughty little world we live in at 
this house, Digby," said Madame to me one day ; 
** but you'd be surprised to find what a very vul- 
gar thing is the life of people in ge^pral, and that 
if you want the sensational or even the pictorial 
in existence, you'll have to pay for it in some 
compromise of principle." 

" I know mamma wouldn't like to live here," 
said I, half sullenly. 

**0h, mamma!" cried she, with a laugh, and 
then suddenly checking herself: **No, Digby, 
you are quite right. Mamma would be shocked 
at our doings ; not that they are so very wicked 
in themselves as that, to one of her quiet ways, 
they would seem so." 

" Mamma is very good. I never knew any 
one like her," stammered I out. 

"That's quite true, my dear boy. She is all 
that you say, but one may be too good, just as he 
may be too generous or too confiding ; and it is 
well to remember tliat there are a number of ex- 
cellent things one wodld like to be if they could 
afford them ; but the truth is, Digby, the most 
costly of all things are virtues." 

" Oh, do not say that !" cried I, eagerly. 
"Yes, dear, I must say it. Monsieur Clere- 
mont and I have always been very poor, and we 
never permitted ourselves these luxuries, any more 
than we kept a great house and a fine equipage, 
and so we economize in our morals, as in our 
means, doing what rich folk might call little shab- 
binesses ; but on the whole managing to live, and 
not unhappily either." 
"And papa?" 

"Papa has p fine estate, wants for nothing, 
and can give himself every good quality he has a 
fancy for." 
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** By this theory, then, it is only rich people 
are good ?" 

" Not exactly. I would rather state it thus — 
the rich are as good as they like to he ; the poor 
are as good as they're able." 

'* What do you say then to Mr. Eccles — he's 
not rich, and I'm sure he's good ?" 

"Poor Mr, Eccles!" said she, with a merry 
laughter, in which a something scornful mingled, 
and she hurried away. 



CHAPTER X. 



TLAJmnJUQ PLEASURE. 



It was my father's pleasure to celebrate my 
fifteenth birthday with great splendor. The whole 
house was to be thrown open ; and not only the 
honse, but the conservatory and the grounds were 
to be illuminated. The festivities were to com- 
>y tfacj a grand dinner and a reception after\vard, 
which was to become a ball, as if by an im- 
promptu. 

As the society of the Villa habitually was made 
up of a certain number of intimates, relieved from 
time to time by such strangers as were present- 
ed, and as my father never dined out, or went 
into the fashionable world of the place, it was 
somewhat of a bold step at once to invite a num- 
ber of persons with whom he had no more than 
bowing acquaintance, and to ask to his table 
ministers, envoys, court officials, and grand cham- 
berlains for the first time. It was said, I know 
not how truthfully, that Cleremont did his ut- 
most to dissuade him from the project at first, by 
disparaging the people for whom he was putting 
himself to such cost, and finding this line of no 
avail, by openly saying that what between the 
refusals of some, the excuses of others, and the 
actual absence of many whose presence he was 
led to expect, my father was storing up for him- 
self an amount of disappointment and outrage 
that would drive him half desperate. It was not, 
of course, very easy to convey this to my father. 
It could only be done by a dropping word or a 
half-expressed doubt. And when the time came 
to make out the lists and issue the invitations no 
real step had been taken to tanHutt'6paai"fiis 
plan. 

The same rumor which ascribed to Cleremont 
the repute of attempting to dissuade my father 
from his project attributed to Madame Clere- 
mont a most eager and warm advocacy of the 
intended fete. From the marked coldness and 
reserve, however, which subsisted between my 
father and her, it was too difficult to imagine in 
what way her influence could be exercised. 

And for my own part, though I heard the list 
of the company canvassed every day at luncheon, 
and discussed at dinner, I don't remember an oc- 
casion where Madame ever uttered a word of re- 
mark, or even a suggestion in the matter. Hoth- 
am, who had come back on a short leave, was 
full of the scheme. With all a sailor s love of 
movement and bustle, he mixed himself up with 
every detail of it. He wrote to Paris and Lon- 
don for all the delicacies of the *' comestible" 
shops. He established ^ ^ estafettes" on eveiy side 
to bring in fresh flowers and fruit ; with his own 
hands he rigged out tents and marquees for the 
r^Imcntal bands, which were to be stationed in 



different parts of the grounds ; and all the de- 
vices of Bengal-lights and fire-works he took into 
his especial charge. 

Indeed, Nixon told me that his functions did 
not stop here,^ but that he had charged himself 
with the care of Madame Cleremont's toilet, for 
whom he had ordered the most splendid ball? 
dress Paris could produce. ''^Naturally, Master 
Digby, it is Sir Roger pays," added he; **and 
perhaps one of these days hell be surprised to 
find that diamond loops and diamond bouquets 
should figure in a milliner's bill. But as sne is 
to receive the company, of course it's all right." 

**And why does Mr. Cleremont seem to dis* 
like it all so much ?" asked I. 

* * Chiefly, I believe, because she likes it. " And 
then, as though he had said more than he in- 
tended, he added, "Oh, it's easy to see he likes 
to keep this house as much his own as he can. 
He doesn't want Sir Roger to have other people 
about him. He's almost the master here now ; 
but if your father begins to mix with the world, 
and have strangers here, Cleremont's reign would 
soon be over." 

Though there was much in this speech to sug- 
gest thought and speculation, nothing in it struck 
me so forcibly as the impertinence of calling Mr. 
Cleremont, Cleremont, and it was all I could do 
to suppress the rebuke that was on my lips. 

** If your father comes through for a thousand 
pounds, Sir," continued he, "I'll say he's lucky. 
If Sir Roger would leave it to one person to give 
the orders — ^I don't mean myself — tliough by right 
it is my business ; instead of that, there's the cap- 
tain sending for this, and Cleremont for the other, 
and you'll see there will be enough for three en- 
tertainments when it's all over. Could you just 
say a word to him. Sir ?'* 

**Not for the world, Nixon. Papa is veiy 
kind to me, and good-natured, but I'll not risk 
any liberty with him ; and what's more, I'd be 
right sorry to call Mr. Cleremont, Cleremont be- 
fore him, as you have done twice within the last 
five minutes. 

** Lor^ bless you. Master Digby ! I've known 
him ^rifie fifteen years. I knew him when he 
c^;illBi^5ut, just a boy like, to Lord Colthorpe's 
^mbassy. He and I is like pals." 

"You have known me also as a boy, Nixon," 
said I, haughtily ; "and yet, I promise you. 111 
not permit you to speak of me as Norcott when 
I am a man. " 

" No fear of that. Sir, you may depend on*t," 
said he, with humility ; but there was a malicious 
twinkle in his eye, and a firm compression of the 
lip, as he withdrew, that did not leave my mind 
the whole day after. Indeed, I recognized that 
his face had assumed the self-same look of inso- 
lent familiarity it wore when he spoke of Clere- 
mont. 

The evening of that day was passed filling up 
the cards of invitation — a process which amused 
me greatly, affording, as it did, a sort of current 
critique on the pereons whose names came up for 
notice, and certainly, if I were to judge of their 
eligibility only by what I heard of their charac- 
ters, I might well feel amazed why they were 
singled out for attentions. They were marquises 
and counts, however, chevaliers of various or- 
ders, grand cordons and "hautes charges," so 
that their trespasses or their shortcomings had 
all been enacted in the world of good society, 
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and with each other as accomplices or victims. [ 
There were a number of contingencies, too, at- 
tached to ahnost every name. There must be 
high play for the Russian envoy, flirting for the 
French minister's wife, iced drinks for the Amer- 
icans, and scandal and Ostend oysters for every 
body. There was scarcely a good word for any 
one, and yet the most eager anxiety was ex- 
pressed that they would aJl come. Immense 
precautions had been taken to fix a day when 
there was nothing going on at couii; or in the 
court circle. It was difficult to believe that 
pleaswe could be planned with such heart-burn- 
ing and bitterness. There was scarcely a detail 
that did not come associated with something that 
reflected on the morals or the manners of the 
dear friends we were entreating to honor us ; and 
for the life of me I did not know why such pains 
were taken to secure the presence of people for 
whom none had a good wish nor a single kindly 
thought. . 

My father took very little part in the discussion ; 
he sat there with a sort of proud indifference, as 
though the matter had little interest for him, and 
if a doubt were expressed as to the likelihood of 
this or that person's acceptance, he would super- 
ciliously break in with, **HeTl come, Sir; 111 
answer for that. I have never yet played to 
empty benches." 

This vain and haughty speech dwelt in my 
mind for many a day, and showed me how my 
father deemed that it was not his splendid style 
of living, his exquisite dinners, and his choice 
wines that drew guests around him, but his own 
especial qualities as host and entertainer. 

"But that it involves the bore of an audience, 
I'd ask the King; I could give him some Cha- 
teau d'Yquem very unlike his own, and such as, 
I'll venture to say, he never tasted," said he, af- 
fectedly. 

''So you are going to bring out the purple 
seal ?" cried Cleremont. 

*'I might for royalty. Sir; but not for such 
people as I read of in that list there." 

"Why, here are two dukes with their duch- 
esses, marquises and counts by the score, half a 
dozen ministers plenipotentiaiy, and a perfect 
cloud of chamberlains and court swells." 

"They'd cut a great figure, I've no doubt, 
Hotham, on the quarter-deck of the Thunder 
Bomb, where you eke out the defects of a bad 
band with a s^ute from your big gims, and give 
jour guests the national anthem when they want 
Champagne. Oh dear, there s no snob like a 
saUor!" 

" Well, if they're not good enough for you, 
why the devil do you ask them ?" cried Hotham, 
sturdily. 

" Sfir, if I were to put such a question to my- 
self I might shut up my house to-morrow !" And 
with this very uncourteous speech he arose and 
left the room. 

We continued, however, to fill in the cards of 
invitation and address the envelopes, but with 
little inclination to converse, and none whatever 
to refer to what had passed. 

"There," cri6d Cleremont, as he checked off" 
the list. " That makes very close on seven hun- 
dred. I take it I may order supper for six hun- 
dred." Then turning half fiercely to me, he 
added, "Do you know, youngster, that all this 
tomfoolery is got up for yout It is by way of 



celebrating your birthday we're going to turn 
the house out of the windows I" 

" I suppose my father has that right. Sir." 
" Of course he has, just as he would have the 
right to make a ruin of the place to-morrow if he 
liked it ; but I don't fancy his friends would be 
the better pleased with him for his amiable ec- 
centricity; your father pushes our regard for 
him very far sometimes." 

" 111 tell him to be more cautious. Sir, in fu- 
ture," said 1, moving toward the door. 
" Do so," said he. " Good-night." 
I had scarcely taken my bedroom candle when 
I felt a hand on my shoulder: I turned and saw 
Madame Cleremont standing very pale and in 
great agitation at my side. " Oh, Digby," said 
she, " don't make that man your enemy what- 
ever you do ; he is more than a match for you, 
poor child!" She was about to say more when 
we heard voices in the corridor, and she hurried 
away and left me. 



CHAPTER XI. 

A BIBTHDAY DINNEB. 

The eventful day arrived at last, and now, as 
I wnte, I can bring up before me the whole of 
that morning, so full of exciting sensations and 
of pleasurable surprises. I wandered about from 
room to room, never sated with the splendors 
around me. Till then I had not seen the gor- 
geous furniture uncovered, nor had I the faintest 
idea of the beauty and richness of the silk hang- 
ings, or the glittering elegance of those lustres 
of pure Venetian glass. Perhaps nothing, how- 
ever, astonished me so much as the array of gold 
and silver plate in the dining-room. Our every- 
day dinners had been laid out with what had 
seemed to me a most costly elegance ; but what 
were they to this display of splendid centre- 
pieces and massive cups and salvers large as 
shields! Of flowers, the richest and rarest, 
wagon-loads poured in; and at last I saw the 
horses taken out, and carts full of carnations 
and geraniums left unloaded in the stable-yard. 
Ice, too, came in the same profusion: those 
squarely cut blocks, bright as crystal, and hol- 
lowed out to serve as wine-coolers, and take 
their place amidst the costlier splendors of gold 
and sUver. 

It is rare to hear the servant class reprove pro- 
fusion ; but here I overheard many a comment 
on the reckless profligacy of outlay which had 
provided for this occasion enough for a dozen 
such. It was easy to see, they said, that Mr. 
Cleremont did not pay, and this sneer sunk deep 
into my jnind, increasing the dislike I already felt 
for him. 

Nor was it the house alone was thus splen- 
didly prepared for reception; but kiosks and 
tents were scattered through the grounds, in 
each of which, as if by magic, supper could be 
served on the instant. Upward of thirty addi- 
tional servants were engaged, all of whom were 
dressed in our state livery, white, with silver 
epaulets, and the Norcott crest embnxidered on 
the arm. These had been duly drilled by Mr. 
Cleremont, and were not, he said, to be cmtin- 
guished by the most critical eye from the mt of* 
the household. 
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Tboagh there was moTement every where, and 
eyeiy where activity, there was little or no con> 
fasion. Cleremont was an adept in organization, 
and already his skill and clevefhess had spread 
discipline through the mass. He was a despot, 
however ; would not permit the slightest inter- 
ference with his functions, nor accept a sugges- 
tion from any one. " Captain Hotham gives no 
orders here, I heard him say ; and when stand- 
ing under my window, and, I am almost sure, 
seeing me, he said, ** Master Dighy has nothing 
to do with the arrangements any more than 
yourself." 

I had determined that day to let nothing irri- 
tate or vex me ; that I would give myself up to 
unmixed enjoyment, and make this birthday a 
memorable spot in life, to look back on with im- 
diluted delight. I could have been more certain 
to carry out this resolve if I could only have seen 
and spoken with Madame Cleremont; but she 
did not leave her room the whole day. A dis- 
i W^^®^ hair-dresser had arrived with a mys- 
^, jg box early in the morning, and after pass- 
ing two hours engaged with her, had returned 
for more toilet requirements. In fact, from the 
coming and going of maids and dress-makers, it 
was evident that the preparations of beauty were 
fully equal to those that were being made by 
cooks and confectioners. 

My father, too, was invisible; his breakfast 
was served in his own room ; and when Clere- 
mont wished to communicate with him, he had 
to do so in writing : and these little notes passed 
unceasingly between them till late in the after- 
noon. 

•* What's up now?" I heard Hotham say, as 
Cleremont tore up a note in pieces and flung the 
fragments from Mm with impatience. 

* ' Just like him. I knew exactly how it would 
be," cried the other. "He sent a card of invi- 
tation to the Due de Bredar without first making 
a visit ; and here comes the Due's chasseur to 
say that his Excellency has not the honor of 
knowing the gentleman who has been so gra- 
cious as to ask him to dinner." 

"Norcott will have him out for the imperti- 
nence," said Hotham. 

"And what will that do? Will the shooting 
him or the being shot make this dinner go off as 
we meant it, eh ? Is that for me, Nixon ? Give 
it here." He took a. note as he spoke and tore 
it open. ' ' La Marquise de Camac is engaged ; " 
not a word more. "The world is certainly pro- 
gressing in politeness. Three cards came back 
this day with the words ' sent by mistake' writ- 
ten on them. Norcott does not know it yet, 
nor shall he till to-morrow." 

" Is it true that the old Countess de Joievillars 
begged to know who was to receive the ladies in- 
vited?" 

** Yes, it is true ; and I told her a piece of her 
own early history in return, to assure her that no 
accident of choice should be any bar to the hope 
of seeing her." 

"What was the story?" 
" I'd tell, it if that boy of Norcott's was not list- 
ening there at that window." 

"Yes, Sir," cried I; "I have heard every 
word, and mean to repeat it to my father when I 
•ee him." 

"Tell him at the same time, then, that his 
grand dinner of twenty-eight has now come down 



to seventeen, and I'm not fully sure of three of 
these." 

I went down into the dining-room, and saw 
that places had been laid for twenty-eight, and 
as yet no alteration had been made in the table, 
so that it at once occurred to me this speech of 
Cleremont's was a mere impertinence — one of 
those insolent sallies he was so fond of. Nixon, 
too, had placed the name of each guest on his 
napkin, and he, at least, had not heard of any 
apologies. 

Given in my honor as this dinner was, I felt a 
most intense interest in its success. I was stand- 
ing, as it were, on the threshold of life, and re- 
garded the mode in which I should be received 
as an augury of good or evil. My father's su- 
premacy at home, the despotism he wielded, and 
the respect and deference he exacted, led me to 
infer that he exercised the same influence on the 
world at large ; and that, as I had often heard, 
the only complaint against him in society was 
his exclusiveness. I canvassed these thoughts 
with myself for hours, as I sat alone in my room 
waiting till it was time to dress. 

At last eight o'clock struck, and I went down 
into the diawing-room. Hotham was there, in 
a window recess, conversing in whispers with an 
Italian count — one of our intimates, but of whom 
I knew nothing. They took no notice of me, so 
that I took up a paper and began to read. Clere- 
mont came in soon after with a bundle of notes 
in his hand. "Has your father come down?" 
asked he, hastily ; and then, without waiting for 
my reply, he turned and left the room. Ma- 
dame next appeared. I have no words for my ad- 
miration of her as, splendidly dressed and glitter- 
ing with diamonds, she swept proudly in. That 
her beauty could have been so "heightened by 
mere toilet seemed incredible, and as she read 
my wonderment in my face she smiled, and 
said: 

"Yes, Digby, I am looking my very best to 
fSte your birthday." 

I would have Uked to have told her how love- 
ly she appeared to me, but I could only blush 
and gaze wonderingly on her. 

"Button this glove, dear," said she, handing 
to me her wrist all weighted and jingling with 
costly bracelets ; and while, with trembling fin- 
gers, I was trying to obey her, my father entered 
and came toward us. He made her a low but 
very distant bow, tapped me familiarly on the 
shoulder, and then moved across to an arm-chair 
and sat down. 

Cleremont now came in, and drawing a chair 
beside my Other's, leaned over and said some- 
thing in a whisper. Not seeming to attend to 
what he was saying, my father snatched rather 
than took the bundle of letters he held in his 
hand, ran his eyes eagerly over some of them ; 
and then, crushing the mass in his grasp, he 
threw it into the fire. 

" It is forty minutes past eight," said he, calm- 
ly, but with a deadly pallor in his face. " Can 
any one tell me if that clock be right ?" 

"It is eight or ten minutes slow," said Hoth- 
am. 

"Whom do we wait for, Cleremont?" asked 
my father again. 

"Steinmetz was *de service' with the King, 
but would come if he got free ; and there's Roche* 
gnde, the French Secretary, was to replace ^^'* 
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chief. I*m not quite sore about the Walronds, 
but Craydon told me positively to expect him." 

'* Do me the favor to ring the bell and order 
dinner," said my father, and he spoke with meas- 
ured calm. 

"Won't you wait a few minutes?" whispered 
Cleremont. * ^ The Duke de iTrialnoont, I'm sure, 
will be here." 

"No, Sir; we live in a society that under- 
stands and observes punctuality. No breach of 
it is accidental. Dinner, Nixon I" added he, as 
the servant appeared. 

The folding-doors were thrown wide almost at 
once, and dinner announced. My father gave 
his arm to Madame Cleremont, who actually tot- 
tered as she walked beside him, and as she sat 
down seemed on the verge of fainting. Just as 
we took our places three young men, somewhat 
overdressed, entered hurriedly, and were pro- 
ceeding to make their apologies for being late ; 
but my father, with a chilling distance, assured 
them they were in excellent time, and motioned 
thep to be seated. 

Of the table laid for twenty-eight guests nine 
places were occupied; and these, by some mis- 
chance, were scattered here and there with wide 
intervals. Madame Cleremont sat on my fa- 
ther's right, and three empty places flanked his 
left hand. 

I sat opposite my father, with two vacant seats 
on either side of me ; Hotham nearest to me, 
and one of the strangers beside him. They con- 
versed in a very low tone, but short snatches and 
half -sentences reached me; and 1 heard the 
stranger say, "It was too bold a step; women 
are sure to resent such attempts." Madame 
Cleremont's name, too, came up three or four 
times ; and the stranger said, " It's my first din- 
ner here, and the Bredars will not forgive me for 
coming." 

" Well, there's none of them has such a oook 
as Norcott," said Hotham. 

" I quite agree with you ; but I'd put up with 
a worse dinner for better company.'* 

I looked round at this to show I had heard the 
remark, and from that time they conversed in a 
whisper. 

My £ftther never uttered a word during the 
dinner. I do not know if he ate, but he helped 
himself and afiected to eat. As for Madame, 
how she sat out those long two hours, weak and 
fainting as she was, I can not tell. I saw her 
once try to lift her glass to her lips, but her hand 
trembled so she set it down untasted, , and lay 
back in her chair, like one dying out of exhaustion. 

A few words and a faint attempt to laugh once 
or twice broke the dead silence of the entertain- 
ment, which proceeded, however, in all its state- 
ly detail, course after course, till the dessert was 
handed round, and Tokay, in small gilt glasses, 
was served; then, my father rose slowly, and 
drawing himself up to his full height, looked 
haughtily around him. "May I ask my illus- 
trious friends," said he, "who have this day so 
graciously honored me with their presence, to 
drink the health of my son, whose birthday wo 
celebrate. There is no happier augury on enter- 
ing life than to possess the friendship and good- 
will of those who stand foremost in the world's 
honor. It is his great privilege to be surround- 
ed this day by beauty and by distinction. - The 
great in the art of peace and war, and that love- 



liness which surpasses in its fascination all other 
rewards, are around me, and I call upon these to 
drink to the health of Digby Noroott." 

All rose and drank ; Hotham lifted his glass 
high in air and tried a cheer, but none joined 
hinL His voice died away, and he sat down; 
and for several minutes an unbroken silence pre- 
vailed. 

My father at last leaned over toward Madame, 
and I heard the word " coffee." She arose and 
took his arm, and we all followed them to the 
drawing-room. 

"I'm right glad it's over," said Hotham, as 
he poured his brandy over his coffee. " I've sat 
out a court-martial that wasn't slower than that 
dinner." 

"But what's the meaning of it all ?" asked an- 
other. " Why and how came all these iux)lo- 
gies ?" 

"You'd better ask Cleremont, or rather hit 
wife," muttered Hotham, and moved away. 

"You ought to get into the open air: tr*-^ 
the best thing for you," I heard deremon^ 
to his wife, but there was such a thorongh in- 
difference in the tone it sounded less like a kind- 
ness than a sarcasm. She, however, drew a 
shawl around her, and moved down the steps 
into the garden. My father soon after retired to 
his own room, and Cleremont, laughingly, said, 
" There are no women here, and we may have a 
cigar;" and he tli;ew his case across the table. 
The whole party were soon immersed in smoke. 

I saw that my presence imposed some restraint 
on the conversation, and soon sought my room 
with a much sadder spirit and a heavier heart 
than J. had left it two hours before. 



CHAPTER XII. 

THE BALL. 

Musing, And thinking, and fretting together, 
I had fallen asleep on my sofa, and was awak- 
ened by Mr. Nixon lighting my candles, and ask* 
ing me in a very mild voice if I felt unwelL 

" No, nothing of the kind." 

"Won't you go down. Sir, then. It's past 
eleven now, and there s iEi good many people be- 
low." 

"Who have come?" asked I, eagerly. 

" Well, Sir," said he, with a certain degree of 
hesitation, "they're not much to talk about 
There's eight or nine young gentlemen of the 
Embassies — attaches like — and there's fifteen or 
twenty officere of the Guides, and there's some 
more that look like travelers out of the hotels. 
They ain't in evening dress." 

"Are there no la£es?" 

"Yes; I suppose we must call them ladies, 
Sir. There's Madame Kigault and her two 
daughters." 

"The pastry-cook?" 

"Yes, Sir; and there are the Mademoiselles 
Janson, of the cigar shop, and stunningly dress- 
ed they are, too ! Amber satin with black lace 
and Spanish veils on their heads; and there's 
that little Swedish girl — ^I believe she's a Swede 
— that sells the iced drinks." 

" But what do you mean ? These people have 
not been invited. How have they come here ?" 
Well, Sir, I mustn't tell you a lie ; but I hope 
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jonll not betray me if I speak in confidence to 
yoa. Here's how it all has happened. The 
swells all refased; they agreed together that 
they'd not come to dinner, nor come in the even- 
ing. Mr. Cleremont knows why ; bat it ain't for 
me to say it" 

" But / don't know, and I desire to know!" 
cried I, haughtily. 

"Well, indeed, Sir, it's more than I can tell 
you. There's people here not a bit correcter 
than herself that won't meet her." 

"Meet whom?" 

" Madame, Sir — Madame Cleremont." 

"Don't dare to say another word," cried I, 
passionately. "If you utter a syllable of disre- 
spect to that name I'll fling you out of the win- 
dow." 

*' Don't be afraid. Master Digby ; I know my 

station, and I never forget it. Sir. I was only 

telling you what you asked me, not a word more. 

'ihSk gY^ells sent back your father's cards, and 

I would hdt^^%^ three hundred of then; retum- 

"^"TCnll Where's papa now ?" 

" In bed, Sir. He told his valet he wasn't to 
be disturbed except the house took fire." 

"Is Madame Cleremont below?" 

* * No, Sir ; she's very ill. The doctor has been 
with her, and he's coming again to-night." 

"And are these people — this rabble that you 
talk of— received as my papa's guests ?" 

*'Only in a sort of a way. Sir," said he, smil- 
ing. " You see, that when Mr. Cleremont per- 
ceived that there was nothing but excuses and 
apologies pouring in, he told me to close the 
house, and that we'd let all the bourgeois people 
into the grounds, and give them a jolly supper 
and plenty of Champagne ; and he sent word to 
a many of the young officers to come up and 
have a lark; and certainly, as the sapper was 
there, they might as well eat it. The only puz- 
zle is now, won't there be too many, for he sent 
round to all J$r Roger's tradespeople — all at 
least that hais good-looking daughters — and 
they're pourin' in by tens and fifteens, and right 
weU dressed and well got up, too." 

" And what will papa say to all this to-mor- 
row?" 

" Don't you know, Sir, that Sir Roger seldom 
looks back," said he, with a cunning look ; *' he'll 
not be disturbed to-night, for the house is shut 
up, and the bands are playing, one at the lake, 
the other at the end of the long walk, and the 
suppers will be served here and there, where they 
can cheer and drink toasts without annoying any 
one." 

"It's a downright infiinay !" cried I. 

" It ain't the correct thing, sure enough. Sir ; 
there's none of us could say tliat, but it will be 
rare fun: and as Captain Hotham said, 'the 
women are a precious sight better looking than 
the countesses."* 

" Where is Mr. Eccles ?" 

" I saw him waltzing, Sir, or maybe it was the 
polka, with Madame Robineau just as I was 
coming up to you." 

" I'U go down and tell Mr. Cleremont to dis- 
miss his friends," cried I, boiling over with an- 
ger. "Papa meant this fete to celebrate my 
birthday. I'U not accept such rabble congratu- 
lations. If Mr. Cleremont must have an orgie, 
let him seek for another place to give it in." 
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Don't go, master, don^t I entreat yoa !" cried 
he, imploringly. " Youli only make a row, Sir, 
^d bring down Sir Roger, and then who's to 
say what will happen ? He'U have a dozen duels 
on his hands in half as many minutes. The of- 
ficers won't stand being called to account, and 
Sir Roger is not the man to be sweet-tempered 
with them." 

" And am I to see my father's name insnlted, 
and his house dishonored by such a canaille crew 
as this ?" 

'^ Just come down and see them. Master Dig- 
by ; prettier, nicer girls you never saw in your 
life, and pretty behaved, too. Ask Mr. Eccles 
if he ever mixed with a nicer company. There 
now. Sir, sKp on your velvet jacket — it looks nicer 
than that tail-coat — and come down. They'll be 
all proud and glad to see you, and won't she hold 
her head high that you ask to take & turn of a 
waltz with you !" 

" And how should I face my father to-mor- 
row ?" said I, blushing deeply. 

"Might I tell you a secret, Master Digby?" 
said he, leaning over the table, and speaking al- 
most in my ear. 

" Go on," said I^ dryly. 

" I know well. Sir, you'll never throw me over, 
and what I'm going to tell you is worth gold to 
you." 

" Go on," cried I, for he had ceased to speak. 

" Here it is, then," said he, with an ettbrt. 
" The greatest sorrow your father has. Master 
Digby, is that he thinks you have no spirit in 
you — that you're a molly-cot. As he said one 
day to Mr. Cleremont, * You must teach him ev- 
ery thing, he has no "go" in himself: there's 
nothing in his nature but what somebody else put 
info it.'" 

"He never said that!" "" 

" I pledge you my oadi he did." 

" Well, if he did, he meant it veiy differently 
from what you do." 

" There's no two meanings to it. There's a 
cheer!" cried he, running ov^r to the window 
and flinging it wide. " I wonder who's come 
now? Oh, it's the fire-works are beginning." 

" I'll go down, " said I, but out of what process of 
reasoning came that resolve I am unable to tell. 

" Maybe they won't be glad to see you !" cried 
he, as he helped me on with my jacket and ar- 
ranged the heron's feathers in my velvet cap. I 
was half faltering in my resolution, when I be- 
thought me of that charjge of feebleness of char- 
acter Nixon had reported to me, and I determ- 
ined, come what might, I could show that I had 
a will and could follow it. In less than five min- 
utes after, I was standing under the tre^s in the 
garden shaking hands with scores of people I 
never saw before, and receiving the very politest 
of compliments and good wishes from very pret- 
ty lips, aided by very expressive eyes. 

"Here's Mademoiselle Pauline Delorme re- 
fuses to dance with me," cried Eccles, "since 
she has seen the head of the house. Digby, let 
me present you." And with this he led me up 
to a very beautiful girl, who, though only the 
daughter of a celebrated Restaurateur of Brus- 
sels, might have been a Princess, so far as look 
and breeding and elegance were concerned. 

" This is to be the correct thing," cried Clere- 
mont. "We open with a quadrille; take your 
partners, gentlemen, and to your places." 
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Nothing can be more perfectly proper and 
de(!orous than this dance. Il is possible, per- 
haps, that we exceeded a little on the score of 
jTeverential observances : we bowed and courte- 
sied at every imaginable opportunity, and with 
an air of homage that smacked of a court ; and 
if we did raiae onr ejea 10 each other, na we re- 
covered from the ob^sance, it was with a look 
of the softest and most subdued deference, I i 
really began to think that the onljr hoydenish ' 
people I bad ever seen were ladiea and gentle- | 
men. As for Ecclea, he wore an ur of almost 
reverential gravin-, and HotbamwusCemly com- I 
pt»ed. At last, however, we come to the flniBh, 



and Cteremont, clapping his hands thrice, called 
out grande ronde ; and taking his partner's arm 
within his own, led off at a galop; riie music 
striking up one of Slranss's wildest, quickest 
strains. Away he went down an alley, and we 
all after him, stamping and laughing like mad. 
The sudden revulsion from the quiet of the mo- 
ment before was electric ; no longer ann in arm, 
t with arms close clasped around the waist, 
ay we went over the smooth turf with a wild 
light to which the music imparted B thrilling 
ecstasy. Now through the dense shade we broke 
into a blaze of light, where a great buffet stood ; 
and round tliis we all swarmed at once, and 
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glasses were filled with Champagne, and vivas 
shoated again and again ; and I heard that my 
health was toasted, and a very sweet voice — the 
lips were on my ear — whispered I know not what, 
bnt it soanded very like wishing me joy and love, 
while others were deafening me about long life 
and happiness. 

I do not remember — I do not want to remem- 
l>er — all the nonsense I talked, and with a volu- 
bility quite new to me; my brain felt on fire 
with a sort of wild ecstasy ; and as homage and 
deference met me at every step, my every wish 
acceded to, and each fancy that struck me hailed 
at once as bright inspiration, no wonder was it 
if I lost myself in a perfect ocean of bliss. I 
told Pauline she should be the queen of the f§te, 
and ordered a splendid wreath of flowers to be 
brought, which I placed upon her brows, and 
saluted her with her title, amidst the cheering 
shouts of willing toasters. Except to make a 
tour of a waltz or a polka with some one I knew, 
I would not permit her to dance with any but 
myself; and she, I must say, most graciously 
submitted to the tyranny, and seemed to delight 
in the extravagant expressions of my admiration 
for her. 

If I was madly jealous of her, I felt the most 
overwhelming delight in the praises bestowed 
upon her beauty and her gracefulness. Perhaps 
the consciousness that I was a mere boy, and 
that thus a freedom might be used toward me 
that would have been reprehensible with one old- 
er, led her to treat me with a degree of intimacy 
that was positively captivating; and before our 
third waltz was over I was calling her Pauline, 
and she calling me Digby, like old friellds. 

"Isn't that boy of Norcott's going it to-night?" 
I heard a man say as I swung past in a polka, 
and I turned fiercely to catch the speaker's eye, 
and show him I meant to call him to book. 

"Eih, Eccles, your pupil is a credit to you!" 
cried another. 

* ' I'm a Dutchman if that fellow doesn't rival 
his father." 

**^e'll be far and away beyond him," muttered 
another ; " fi)r he has none of Norcott's crotchets 
— he's a scamp ' pur et simple.' " 

"Where are you breaking away from me. Dig- 
by ?" said Pauline, as I tried to shake myself free 
of her. 

" I want to follow those men. I have a word 
to say to them." 

" You shall do no such thing,. dearest," mut- 
tered she. " You have just told me I am to be 
your little wife, and I'm not going to see my hus- 
band rushing into a stupid quarrel." 

"And you are mine, then," cried I; "and 
you will wear this ring as a betrothal? Come, 
let me take off your glove." 

"That will do, Digby: that's quite enough 
for courtesy, and a little too much for deference," 
whispered Eccles in my ear; for I was kissing 
her hand about a hundred times over, and she 
laughed at my raptures as an excellent joke. *■ ^ I 
think you'd better lead the way to anpper." 

Secretly resolving that I would soon make very 
short work of Mr. Eccles and his admonitions, I 
gave him a haughty glance and moved on. I 
remember very little more than that I walked to 
the head of the table and placed Pauline on my 
right. I know I made some absurd speech in 
return for their drinking my health, and spoke of 



us, and what we — ^Pauline and myself — ^felt, and 
with what pleasure we should see our friends 
often around us, and a deal of that tawdry trash 
that comes into a brain addled with noise and 
heated with wine. I was frequently interrupted ; 
uproarious cheers at one monient would break 
forth, but still louder laughter would ring out and 
convulse the wholcLassembly. Even addled and 
confused as I was, I could see that some were 
my partisans and friends, who approved of all I 
said, and wished me to give free course to my 
feelings ; and there were others — two or three — 
who tried to stop me: and one actually said 
aloud, "If that boy of Norcott's is not suppress- 
ed we shall have no supper." 

Recalled to my dignity as a host by this im- 
pertinence, I believe I put some restraint on my 
eloquence, and I now addressed myself to do the 
honors of the table. Alas! my attentions seldom 
strayed beyond my lovely neighbor, and I firmly 
believed that none could remark the rapture with 
which I gazed on her, or as much as suspected 
that I had never quitted the grasp of her hand 
from the moment we sat down. 

" I think you'd better let Mademoiselle dance 
the cotillon with the Count Vauglas," whispered 
Eccles in my ear. 

"And why. Sir?" rejoined I, half fiercely. 

"I think you might guess," said he, with a 
smile ; "at least you could if you were to get up. " 

"And would she — would Pauline — I mean, 
would Mademoiselle Delorme — approve of this 
arrangement ?" 

" No, Monsieur Digby, not if it did not come 
from you. We shall sit in the shade yonder for 
half an hour or so, and then, when you are rest- 
ed, we'll join the cotillon." 

" Gret that boy off to bed, Eccles," said Clere- 
mont, who did not scruple to utter the words 
aloud. 

I started up to make an indignant rejoinder ; 
some fierce insult was on my lips ; but passion 
and excitement and wine mastered me, and I 
sank back on my seat overcome and senseless^ 



CHAPTER XIII. 

A NEXT MORNING. 

I COULD not awake on the day after the fSte. 
I was conscious that Nixon was making a con- 
siderable noise — that he shut and opened doors 
and windows, splashed the water into my bath, 
and threw down my boots with an unwonted en- 
ergy ; but through all this consciousness of dis- 
turbance I slept on, and was determined to sleep, 
let him make what uproar he pleased. 

"It's nigh two o'clock, Sir!" whispered he in 
my ear, and I replied by a snort. 

" I'm very sorry to be troublesome, Sir ; but 
the master is very impatient ; he was getting 
angry when I went in last time." • 

These words served to dispel my drowsiness at 
once, and the mere thought of my father's dis- 
pleasure acted on me like a strong stimulant. 

"Does papa want me?" cried I, sitting up in 
bed ; " did you say papa wanted me ?" 

" Yes, Sir," said a deep voice ; and my father 
entered the room, dressed for the street, and.yith 
his hat on. 

"You may leave us," said he to Nixon;, and 
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as the man withdrew my &ther took a chair and 
Bat down close to my bedside. 

*' I have sent three messages to jon this morn- 
ing," said he, gravely, **and am forced at last to 
come myself." 

I was beginning my apologies, when he stopped 
me, and said, '* That will do ; I have no wish to 
be told why you overslept yourself; indeed, I 
have already heard more on that score than I 
care for." 

He paused, and though perhaps he expected 
me to say something, I was too much terrified 
to speak, 

"I perceive," said he, "you understand me; 
you apprehend that I know of your doings of 
last night, and that any attempt at excuse is 
hopeless. I have not come here to reproach 
you for vour misconduct ; I reproach myself for 
a mistaken estimate of you; I ought to have 
known — and if you had been a horse I would 
have known — tnat your cross-breeding would 
tell on you. The bad drop was sure to betray 
itaciC I will not dwell on this, nor have I time. 
Your conduct last night makes my continued 
resideDce here impossible. I con not continue 
in a city where my tradespeople have become 
my guests, and where the honors of my house 
have been extended to my tailor and my butch- 
er. I shall leave this, therefore, as soon as I 
can conclude my arrangements to sell this place; 
you must quit it at once. £ccles will be ready to 
start with you this evening for the Rhine, and 
then for the interior of Germany — I suspect 
Weimar will do. He will be paymaster, and 
you will conform to his wishes strictly as re- 
gards expense. Whether you studv or not, 
whether you employ your time profitably and 
creditably, or whether you pass it in indolence, 
is a matter that completely regards yourself. 
As for me, my conscience is acquitted when I 
provide you with the means of acquirement, and 
1 no more engage you to benefit by these advant- 
ages than I do to see you eat the food that is 
placed before you. The compact that unites us 
enjoins distinct duties from each. You need not 
write to me till I desire you to do so ; and when 
I think it proper we should meet I will tell you." 

If, while he spoke these harsh words to me, 
the slightest touch of feeling — ^had one trace of 
eren sorrow crossed his face — my whole heart 
would have melted at once, and I would have 
thrown myself at his feet for forgiveness. There 
was, however, a something so pitiless in his tone, 
and a look so full of scorn in his steadfast eye, 
that eveiy sentiment of pride within me — that 
same pride I inherited from himself — stimulated 
me to answer him, and I said, boldly: "If the 
people I saw here last night were not as well 
r)om as your habitual guests. Sir, 111 venture to 
say there was nothing in their manner or deport- 
ment to be ashamed of." 

" I am told that Mile. Pauline Delorme was 
charming," Kiid he; and the sarcasm of his 
glance covered me with shame and confusion. 
He had no need to say more : I could not utter 
a word. 

"This is a topic I will not discuss with you. 
Sir," said he, after a pause. "/ intended you 
to be a gentleman, and to live with gentlemen. 
Your tastes incline differently, and I make no 
opposition to them. As I nave told you al- 
randy, I was willing to launch you into life : III 



not engage to be your pilot. Any interest I 
take, or could take in you, must be the result 
of your own qualities. These have not im- 
pressed me strongly up to this ; and were I to 
judge by what I have seen, I should send yoa 
back to those you came from." 

"Do so, then, if it will only give me back the 
nature I brought away with me!" cried I, pas- 
sionately ; and my throat swelled till I fdt al- 
most choked with emotion. 

"That nature," said he, with a sneer on the 
word, " was costumed, if I remember right, in a 
linen blouse and a pair of patched shoes, and I 
believe they liave been preserved along with some 
other family relics." 

I bethought me at once of the tower and its 
humble furniture, and a sense of terror overcame 
me, that I was in presence of one who could cher- 
ish hate with such persistence. 

" The fumes of your last night's debauch are 
some excuse for your bad manners, ^," said he^ 
rising. "I leave you to sleep them off; only re- 



member that the train starts at eight this 
ing, and it is my desire you do not miss it." 

With this he left me. I arose at once and pro- 
ceeded to dress. It was slow proceeding, for I 
would often stop and sit down to think what 
course would best befit me to take at this mo- 
ment. At one instant it seemed to me I onght 
to follow him, and declare that the splendid slav- 
ery in which I lived had no charm for me — that 
the faintest glimmering of self-respect and inde- 
pendence was more my ambition than all the 
luxuries that surrounded me; and when I had 
resolved I would do this, a sudden dread of his 
presencef^his eye, that I could never face with- 
out shrinking — the tones of his voice, that smote 
me like a lash — so abashed me that I gave up 
the effort with despair. 

Might he not consent to give me some pittance, 
enough to save her from the burden of my sup^ 
port, and send me back to my mother ? Oh, if I 
could summon courage to ask this! This as- 
sistance need be continued only for a few years, 
for I hoped and believed I should not even have 
to live as a dependent. What if I were to write 
him a few lines to this purport. I could do this 
even better than speak it. 

I sat down at once and began. 

" Dear papa" — ^he would never permit me to 
use a more endearing word. *■ *■ Dear papa, I hope 
you will forgive me troubling you about myself 
and my future. I would like to fit mysefr for 
some career or calling by which I might become 
independent. 1 could work very hard and study 
very closely if I were back with my mother." 

As I reached this far the door opened and £c- 
cles appeared. 

* ' All right !" cried he ; "I was afraid I should 
catch you in bed still, and I'm glad you're up and 
preparing for the road. Are you nearlv ready ?" 

" Not quite ; I wanted to write a letter before 
I go. I was just at it." 

"Write from Venders or Bonn; you'll have 
lots of time on the road." 

"Ay, but my letter might save me from the 
journey if I sent it off now!" 

He looked amazed at this, and I at once told 
him my plan and showed him what I had written. 

" You don't mean to sav you'd have courage to 
send this to your father? 

"And why not?" 
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''Well, all I have to say is, don't do it till Vm 
off the premises ; for I'd not be here when he 
reads it for a trifle. My dear Digbj," said he, 
with a changed tone, '^joa don't know Sir 
Roger ; yon don*t know the violence of his tem- 
per if he imagines himself what he calls outraged, 
which sometimes means questioned. Take your 
bat and stick, and go seek vour fortune, in 
Heaven's name, if you must ; but don't set out 
on your life's journey with a curse or a kick, or 
possibly both. If I preach patience, my dear 
boy, I have had to practice it, too. Put up your 
traps in your portmanteau. Come down and 
take some dinner. We'll start with the night- 
train ; and take my word for it, we'll have a jolly 
ramble and enioy ourselves heartily. If I know 
any thing of life, it is that there's no such mis- 
take in the world as hunting up annoyances. 
liOt them find us if they can ; but let us never 
run after them." 

'* My heart is too heavy for such enjoyment as 
yon taik of." 

'' It won't be so to-morrow, or, at all events, 
the day after. Come, stir yourself now with your 
packing ; a thought has just struck me that you'll 
be very grateful to me K)r when I tell it you." 

** What is it?" asked I, half carelessly. 

* ' You must ask with another guess-look in your 
^e if you expect me to tell you." 

'' You could tell me nothing that would gladden 
me. 

''Nor propose any thing that you'd like ?" asked 
he. 

"Nor that either," said I, despondingly. 

" Oh, if that be the case, I give up my project ; 
not that it was much of a project after alL What 
I was going to suggest was, that instead of dining 
here, we should put our traps into a cab, and 
drive down to Delorme's, and have a pleasant 
little dinner there, in the garden ; it's quite close 
to the railroad, so that we could start at the last 
whistle." 

" That does sound pleasantly," said I ; * ^ there's 
nothing more irksome in its way than hanging 
about a station waiting for departure." 

"So then you agree?" cried he, with a mali- 
cious twinkle in his eye that I affected not to un- 
derstand. 

" Yes, " said I, indolently ; " I see little against 
it ; and if nothing else, it saves me a leave-taking 
with Captain Hotham and Cleremont." 

" By-the-way, you are not to ask to see Ma- 
dame ; your father reminded me to tell you this. 
The doctors say she is not to be disturbed on any 
account. What a chance that I did not forget 
this!" 

Whether it was that I was too much concerned 
for my own misfortunes to have a thought that 
was not selfish, or that another leave-taking that 
loomed in the distance was uppermost in my 
thoughts, certain it is I felt this privation far less 
acutely than I might. 

"She's a nice little woman, and deserves a 
better lot than she has met with." 

" What sort of dinner will Delorme give ns ?" 
said I, affecting the air of a man about town, but 
in reality throwing out the bait to lead the talk 
in that oirection. 

" First-rate, if we let him ; that is, if we only 
say, Order dinner for us, Monsieur Pierre. 
Tnere's no man understands such a mandate 
more thoroughly. " 
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Then that's what I shall 8ay,"cr!ed I, "as I 
cross his threshold." 

" He'll serve you Madeira with your soup, and 
Steinberger with your fish, thirty francs a bottle, 
each of them." 

"Be it so. We shall drink to our pleasant 
journey," said I, and I actually thought my voice 
had caught the tone and cadence of my mther'a 
as I spoke. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

A OOOD-BT. 

While I strolled into the garden to select a 
table for our dinner, Eccles went in search of 
Mr. Delorme, and though he had affected to say 
that the important duty of devising the feast 
should be confided to the host, I could plainly 
see that my respected tutor accepted his share 
in that high responsibility. 

I will only say of the feast in question that, 
though I was daily accustomed to the admirable 
dinners of my father's table, I had no conception 
of what exquisite devices in cookeir could be 
produced by the skill of an accomplished restau- 
rateur, left free to liis own fancy, and without 
Umitation as to the bilL 

One thing alone detracted from the perfect 
enjoyment of the banquet. It was the appear- 
ance of Mr. Delorme himself, white-cravatted 
and gloved, carrying in the soup. It was an at- 
tention that he usually reserved for great person- 
ages, royalties, or high dignitaries of tlie court ; 
and I was shocked that he should have selected 
me for the honor, not the less as it was only a 
few hours before he and I had been drinking 
Champagne with much clinking of glasses to- 
gether, and interchanging the most afiiectionate 
vows of eternal friendship. 

I arose from my chair to salute him, but, as he 
deposited the tureen upon the table, he stepped 
back and bowed low, and retreated in this fash- 
ion, with the same humble reverence at every 
step, till he was lost in the distance. 

" Sit down," said Eccles, with a peculiar look, 
as though to warn me that I was forgetting my 
dignity; and then, to divert my attention, he 
added, " That green seal is an attention Delorme 
offers you — a very rare favor too — a bottle of his 
own peculiar Johannisberg. Let us drink his 
health. Now, Digby, I caU this something very 
nigh perfection." 

It was a theme my tutor understood thorough- 
ly, and there was not a dish nor a wine that he 
did not criticise. 

"I was always begging your father to take 
this cook, Digby," said he, with a half sigh. 
" Even with a first-rate artist you need change, 
otherwise your dinners become manneristic, as 
ours have become of late." 

He then went on to show me that the domes- 
tic cook, always appealing to the small public 
of the family, gets narrowed in his views and 
bounded in his resources. He compared them, 
I remember, to the writers in certain religious 
newspapers, who must always go on- spicing 
higher and higher as the palates of their clients 
grow more jaded. How he worked out his 
theme afterward I can not tell ; for I was watch- 
ing the windows of the house, and stealing 
glances down the alleys in the garden, longing 
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fDr one look, ever so fleeting, of my lovely part- 
ner of the night before. 

" I see, young gentleman," said he, evidently 
nettled at my inattention, *^your thoughts are 
not with me.** 

"How long have we to stay, Sir?" said I, 
reverting to Uie respect I tendered him at my 
lessons. 

"You have thirty-eight minutes," said he, 
examining his watch : "which I purpose to ap- 
portion in this wise — eight for the douceur, five 
for the cheese, fifteen for the dessert, five for 
coffee and a glass of cura^oa. The bill and our 
parting compliments will take the rest, giving 
us three minutes to walk across to the station." 

These sort of pendantries were a passion with 
him, and I did not interpose a word as he spoke. 

" What, a pine-apple !" cried a young fellow 
from an adjoining table, as a waiter deposited a 
magnificent pine in the midst of the bouquet 
that adorned our table. 

"Monsieur Delorme begs to say. Sir, this has 
just arrived from Laeken." 

"Don't you know who that is?" said a com- 
panion, in a low voice ; but mv hearing, ever 
acute, caught the words — "Hes that boy of 
Norcott's." 

I started as if I had received a blow. It was 
time to resent these insolences, and make an end 
of them forever. 

" You heard what that man yonder has called 
me ?" said I to Eccles. 

" No ; I was not minding him." 

" The old impertinence — * That boy of Nor- 
cott's.'" 

I arose, and took the cane I had laid against 
a chair. What I was about to do I knew not. 
I felt I should launch some insolent provocation. 
As for what should follow, the event might de- 
cide that. 

"I'd not mind him, Digby," said Eccles, care- 
lessly, as he lit his cigarette, and stretched his 
legs on a vacant chair. I took no notice of his 
words, but walked on. Before, however, I had 
made three steps my eyes caught the flutter of a 
dress at the end of the alley. It was merely the 
last folds of some floating muslin, but it was 
enough to rout all other thoughts from my head, 
and I flew down the walk with lightning speed. 
I was right, it was Pauline. In an instant I 
was beside her. 

"Dearest, darling Pauline!" I cried, seizing 
her round the waist and kissing her cheek be- 
fore she well knew, "how happy it makes me 
to see you even for a few seconds !" 

"Ah, milord, I did not expect to see you 
here," said she, half distantly. 

"I am not milord; I am your own Digby — 
I^igby Norcott, who loves you, and will make 
you his wife." 

"Ma foi! children don't marry — at least de- 
moiselles don't marry them," said she, with a 
saucy laugh. 

" I am no more an ' enfant,' " said I, with a 
passionate stress on the word, " than I was last 
night, when you never left my arm except to sit 
at my side at supper." 

" But you are going away,*' said she, pouting, 
"else why that traveling dress, and that sack 
strapped at your side?" 

" Only for a few weeks. A short tour up the 
Rhine, Pauline, to see the world, and complete 



my education,, and then I will come back and 
marry you, and you shall be mistress of a bean- 
tiful house, and have every thing you can think 
of." 

" Vrai?" asked she, with a little lau^. 

" I swear it by this kiss." 

"Pardie, monsieur! you are very adventm^- 
ous," said she, repulsing me; "you will make 
me not regret that you are going so soon." 

"Oh, Pauline! when you know that I adore 
you, that I only value wealth to share it with 
you; that all I ask of life is to devote it to 
you — " 

" And that you haven't got full thirty seconds 
left for that admirable object," broke in Ecdes. 
" We must run for it like fury, boy, or we shiJl 
be late." 

"I'll not go." 

"Then 111 be shot if I stay here and meet 
your father," said he, turning away. 

" Oh, Pauline, dearest, dearest of my heart!" 
I sobbed out, as I fell upon her neck ; and the 
vile bell of the railroad rang out with its inlemi 
discord as I clasped her to my heart. 

"Come along, and confound you!" cried Ec- 
cles ; and with a porter on one side and Eccles 
on the other, I was hurried along down the gar- 
den, across a road, and along a platform, where 
the station-master, wild with passion, stamped 
and swore in a very diflerent mood from that is 
which he smiled at me across the supper-taUa 
the night before. 

" We're waiting for that boy of Norcott's, I 
vow," said an old fellow with a gray mustadie^ 
and I marked him out for future recognition. 

Unlike my first journey, where all seemed 
confusion, trouble, and annoyance, I now saw 
only pleasant &ces, and people bent on enjoy- 
ment. We were on the great tourist road of 
Europe, and it seemed as though every one wil 
bound on some errand of amusement. Ecdeii 
too, was a pleasant contrast to the courier who 
took charge of me on my first journey. Nothing 
could be more genial than his manner. He 
treated me with a perfect equality, and by that 
greatest of all flatteries to one of my age, in- 
duced me to believe that I was actually compan- 
ionable to himself. 

I will not pretend that he was an instructive 
companion. He had neither knowledge of his- 
tory nor feeling for art, and rather amused him- 
self with sneering at both, and quizzing such of 
our fellow-travelers as the practice was safe with. 
But he was always gay, always in excellent spirits, 
ready to make light of the passing annoyancee 
of the road, and, as he said himself, he always 
carried a quart bstle of condensed sunshine with 
him against a rainy day ; and of my own knowlr 
edge I can say his supply seemed inexhausti- 
ble. 

His cheery manner, his bright good looks, and 
his invariable good-humor won upon every one, 
and the sourest and least genial people thawed 
into some show of warmth under his contagions 
pleasantly. 

He did not care in what direction we wenty 
and would have left it entirely to me to decidOi 
had I been able to determine. All he stipulated 
for was : — "No barbarism, no Oberland or glacier 
humbug. No Saxon Switzerland abominations. 
So long as we travel in a crowd, and meet good 
cookery every day, you'll find me charming.** 
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Into this philosophy he indacted me. ^* Make 
life pleasant, Digby ; never go in search of an- 
noyances. Duns and disagreeables will come of 
themselves, and it's no bad fun dodging them. 
It's only a fool ever keeps their company." 

A more shameless immorality might have re- 
Yolted me, but this peddling sort of wickedness, 
this half -jesting with right and wrong — ^giving 
to morals the aspect of a game in which a cer- 
tain kind of address was practicable — was very 
seductive to one of my age and temper. I fan- 
cied, too, that I was becoming a consummate 
man of the world, and his praises of my profi- 
ciency were unsparingly bestowed. 

Attaching ourselves to this or that party of 
travelers, we would go off here or there, in any 
direction, for four or five days; and though I 
usually found myself growing fond of those I be- 
came more intimate with, and sorry to part from 
them, Eccles invariably wearied of the pleasant- 
est people after a day or two. Incessant change 
seemed essential to him, and his nature and his 
spirits flagged when denied it. 

What I least liked about him, however, was 
a habit he had of "trotting" me out — his own 
name for it — ^before strangers. My knowledge 
of languages, my skill at games, my little music- 
al talents, fie would parade in a way that I found 
positively offensive. Nor was this all, for I found 
he represented me as the son of a man of im- 
mense wealth and of a rank commensurate with 
his fortune. 

One must have gone through the ordeal of 
guch a representation to understand its vexa- 
tions, to know all the impertinences it can evoke 
froth some, all the slavish attentions from others. 
I feel a hot flush of shame on my cheek now, 
after long years, as I think of the mortifications 
I went through, as Eccles would suggest that I 
■lloald buy some princely ch&teau that we saw 
hi passing, or some lordly park alongside of 
which our road was lying. 

As to remonstrating with him on this score, 
or, indeed, on any other, it was utterly hopeless ; 
not to say that it was just as likely he would 
amuse the first group of travelers we met by a 
ludicrous version of my attempt to coerce him 
into good behavior. 

Orie day he pushed my patience beyond all 
limit, and I grew downright angry with him. I 
had been indulging in that harmless sort of half- 
flirtation with a young lady, a fellow- traveler, 
which, not transgressing the bounds of small at- 
tentions, does not even excite remark or rebuke. 

** Don't listen to that young gentleman's bland- 
ishments," said he, laughing, ** for, young as he 
looks, he is already engaged. Come, come, 
don't look as though vou'd strike me, Digby, 
but deny it if you can. ' 

We were, fortunately for me, coming into a sta- 
» tion as he spoke. I sprang out, an4 traveled third- 
class the rest of the day to avoid him, and when we 
met at night, I declared that with one such lib- 
erty more Va part company with him forever. 

The hearty good-humor with which he assured 
me I should not be offended again almost made 
me ashamed of my complaint. We shook hands 
over our reconciliation, and vowed we were bet- 
ter friends than ever. 

What it cost him to abandon this habit of 
exalting me before strangers, how nearly it 
touched one of the chief pleasures of his life, I 
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was, as I thought, soon to see in the altered tone 
of his manner. In fact, it totally destroyed the 
easy flippancy he used to wield, and a facility 
with strangers that once seemed like a special 
gift with him. I tried in vain to juUy him out 
of this half depression, but it was clear he was 
not a man of many resources, and that I had 
already sapped a principal one. 

While we thus journeyed he said to me one 
day, **I find, Digby, our money is running short; 
we must make for Zurich : it is the nearest of 
the places on our letter of credit." 

I assented, of course, and we bade adieu to a 
pleasant fiamily with whom we had been travel- 
ing, and who were bound for Dresden, assuring 
them we should meet them on the Elbe. 

Eccles had grown of late more and more seri- 
ous ; not alone had his gayety deseited him, but 
he grew absent and forgetful to an absurd ex- 
tent ; and it was evident some great preoccupa- 
tion had hold of him. During the entire of the 
last day before we reached Zurich he scarcely 
spoke a word, and as I saw that he had received 
some letters at Schaffliausen, I attributed his 
gloom to their tidings. As he had not spoken 
to me of bad news, I felt ashamed to obtrude 
myself on his confidence and kept silent, and 
not a word passed between us as we went. He 
had telegraphed to the banker, a certain Mr. 
Ileinfetter, to order rooms for us at the hotel; 
and as we alighted at the door the gentleman 
himself was there to meet us 

"Herr Eccles," said he, eagerly, lifting his 
hat as we descended ; and Eccles moved toward 
him, and, taking his arm, walked away to some 
distance, leaving me alone and unnoticed. For 
several minutes they appeared in closest con&b, 
their heads bent close together, and at last I saw 
Eccles shake himself free from the other's arm, 
and throw up both his hands in the air with a 
gesture of wild despair. I bega^ to suspect some 
disaster had befallen our remittances, that they 
were lost or suppressed, and that Eccles vi(^ 
overwhelmed by the misfortune. I own 1 coold 
not participate in the full measure of the miser}' 
it seemed to cause him, and I lighted a cigar 
and sat down on a stone bench to wait patiently 
his return. 

** I believe you are right; it is the best way, 
after all," said Eccles, hurriedly. "You say- 
you'll look after the boy, and III start by the 
ten o'clock train." 

"Yes, I'll take the boy," said the other; 
*'but you'll have to look sharp and lose no time. 
They will be sequestering the moment they hear 
of it, and I half suspect old Engler will be be- 
fore you. " 

**But my personal effects? I have things of 
value. " 

"Hush, hush! he'll overhear you. Come, 
young gentleman," said he to me, "come home 
and sup with me. The hotel is so full, they've 
no quarters for you. I'll try if I can't put you up. '* 

Eccles stood with his head bent down as we 
moved away, then lifted his eyes, waved his 
hand a couple of times, and said, ** By-by." 

" Isn't he coming with us ?" asked I. * 

"Not just yet: he has some business to de- 
tain him, ' said the banker, and we moved on. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

A TERRIBLE SHOCK. 

Hebb Heinfetter was a bachelor, and lived 
in a veiy modest fashion over his banking-house, 
and as he was emjiloyed from morning till night 
1 saw next to nothing of him. Kccles, he said, 
had been called away, and though I eagerly 
anked where? by whom? and for how long? 
I got no other answer than ^^lle is called away," 
ill very German English, and with a stolidity of 
look fully as Teutonic. 

The banker was not talkative : he smoked all 
the evening, and drank beer, and except an oc- 
cat»ional monosyllabic comment on its excellence, 
said little. 

** Ach, ja!" he wonld say, looking at me fixed- 
ly, as though assenting to some not exactly sat- 
isfiictory conclusion his mind had come to about 
me — *'Ach, ja!" And I would have given a 
good deal at the time to know to what peculiar 
feature of my fortune or my fate this half-com- 
passionate exclamation extended. 

'*Is Eccles never coming back?" cried I, one 
day, as the post came in, and no tidings of him 
appeared ; * ^ is he never coming at all ?" 
Never, no more." 
Not coming back !" cried I. 

" No ; not come back no more." 

"Then what am 1 staying here for? Why 
do I wait for him ?' 

** Because you have no money to go else- 
where," said he, and for once he gave way to 
something he thought was a laugh. 

**I don't understand you, Herr Heinfetter," 
said I: *'our letter of credit, Mr. Eccles told 
me, was on your house here. Is it exhausted, 
and must I wait for a remittance ?" 

** It is exhaust ; Mr. Eccles exhaust it." 

"So that I must write for money; is that 

80?" 

"Yon may write and write, mein lieber, but 
it won't come." 

Herr Heinfetter drained his tall glass, and, 
leaning his arms on the table, said : ^ ^ I will tell 
you in Crei-man, you know it well enough." And 
forthwith he began a story, which lost nothing 
of the pain and misery it caused me by the un- 
sjrmpathizing tone and stolid look of the narrator. 
For my readers* sake, as for my own, I will con- 
dense it into the fewest words I can, and omit 
all that Herr Heinfetter inserted either as com- 
ment or censure. My fether had eloped with 
Madame Cleremont! They had fled to Inn- 
spriick, from which my father returned to the 
neighborhood of Belgium, to offer Cleremont a 
meeting. Cleremont, however, possessed in his 
hands a reparation he liked better — my father's 
check-book, with a number of signed but un- 
filled checks. These he at once filled up to the 
last shilling of his credit, and drew out the mon- 
ey, so that my father's first draft on London 
was returned dishonored. The villa and all its 
splendid contents were sequestrated, and an ac- 
tion for divorce, with ten thousand pounds laid 
as damages, already commenced. Of three thou- 
sand francs, which our letter assiu*ed us at Zu- 
rich, Eccles had drawn two thousand : he would 
have taken all, but Heinfetter, who prudently 
foresaw I must be got rid of some day, retained 
one thousand to pay my way. Ekides had gone, 
•iing to retm*n when ho had saved his own 



effects, or what he called his own, from the 
wreck ; bnt a few lines had come from him to 
say the smash was complete, the " huissiers" ii 
possession, seals on eveiy thing, and "not emet 
! the horses watered without a gendarme presort 
in full uniform." 

" Tell Digby, if we travel together again, hell 
not have to complain of my pnfSng him off for a 
man of foitune ; and, above all, advise him to 
avoid Brussels in his joumeyings. He'll find 
his father's creditors, I'm afrai^ far more at- 
tached to him than Mademoiselle Pauline." 

His letter wound up with a complaint over his 
own blighted prospects, for, of course, his chance 
of the presentation was now next to hopeless, 
and he did not know what line of life he might 
be driven to. 

And now, shall I own that, mined and deseit- 
I ed as I was, overwhelmed with sorrow and shame, 
j there was no part of all the misery I felt more 
I bitterly than the fate of her who had been so 
kindly affectionate to me — who had nursed me 
so tenderly in sickness, and been the charming 
companion of my happiest hours. At first it 
seemed incredible. My father's manner to her 
hnd ever been coldness itself, and I could only 
leau myself to believe the stoiy by imaginiiig 
how the continued cruelty of Cleremont had act- 
ually driven the unhappy woman to entreat pro- 
tection against his barbarity. It was as well I 
should think so, and it ser\-ed to soften the grief 
and assuage the intensity of the sorrow the event 
caused me. I cried over it two entire days and 
part of a third, and so engrossed was I with this 
affliction that not a thought of myself or of my 
own destitution ever crossed me. 

"Do you know where my father is?" asked 
I of the banker. 

"Yes," said he, dryly. 

"May I have his address? I wish to write 
to him. 

^* This is what he send for message," said be, 
producing a telegram, the address of which he 
had carefully torn oft*. "It is of you he speak. 
^ Do what you like with him, except bother me. 
Let him have whatever money is in your hands 
to my credit, and let him understand he has n» 
more to expect from Roger Norcott.* " 

"May I keep this paper, Sir?" asked I, in a 
humble tone. 

" I see no reason against it. Yes," mattered 
he. "As to the moneys, Eccles have, drawn 
eighty pound ; there is forty remain to.you." 

I sat down and covered my face with my hands. 
It was a habit with me when I wanted to apply 
myself fully to thought; but Herr Heinfetter 
suspected that I had given way to grief, and be- 
gan to cheer me up. I at once undeceived him, 
and gaid, "No, I was not crying. Sir; I was 
only "thinking what I had best do. If you allow 
me X will go up to my room, and think it over 
by myself. I shall be calmer, even if I hit. on 
nothing profitable. " 

I passed twelve hours alone, occasionally dro]>> 
ping off to sleep out of sheer weariness, for my 
brain worked hard, traveling over a wide spacei 
and taking in every contingency and every ae- 
cident I could think of. I might go back and 
seek out my mother ; but to what end, if I should 
only become a dependent on her ? No : far bel- 
ter that I should try and obtain some meaag of 
earning a livelihood, ever so htunUe^ abnMid| 
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than spread the disgrace of my family at home. 
Perhaps Herr Heinietter might accept mj serv- 
ices in some shape ; I could be any thing but a 
servant. 

When I told him I wished to earn my bread, 
he looked doubtingly at me in silence, shaking 
his head, and muttering, **Nein, niemals, nein," 
in every cadence of despair. 

'* Could yon not try mcj Sir?" pleaded I, earn- 
estly ; but his head moved sadly in refusal. 

<'I will thmk of it," he said at last, and he 
left roe. 

He was good as his word. He thought of it 
for two whole days, and then said that he had a 
correspondent on the shore of the Adriatic, in a 
little-visited town, where no news of my father's 
history was like to reach, and that he would 
write to him to take me into his counting-house 
in some capacity — a clerk, or possibly a messen- 
ger, till I should prove myself worthy of being 
advanced to the desk. It would be hard work, 
however, he said ; Herr Oppovich was a Slavac, 
and they were people who gave themselves few 
indulgences, and their dependents still fewer. 

He went on to tell me that the house of Hod- 
nig and Oppovich had been a wealthy firm for- 
merly, but that Hodnig had over-speculated, and 
died of a broken heart ; that now, after years of 
patient toil and thrift, Oppovich had restored the 
credit of the house, and was in good repute in 
the world of trade. Some time back he had 
written to Heinfetter to send him a young fellow 
who knew languages and was willing to work. 

** That's all," he said. ** Shall 1 venture to 
tell him that I recommend you for these ?" 
** Let me have a trial," said I, gravely. 
** I will write your letter to-night, then, and 
you shall 'set out to-morrow for Vienna ; thence 
yoa'll take the rail to Trieste, and by sea you'll 
reach Fiume, where Herr Oppovich lives. " 
I thanked him heartily, and went to my room. 
On the morning that followed began my new 
life. I was no longer to be the pampered and 
spoiled child of fortune, surrounded with every 
appliance of luxury, and waited on by obsequi- 
ous MTvants. I was now to travel modestly, to 
fare numbly, and to ponder over the smallest 
outlay, lest it should limit me in some other 
quarter of greater need. But of all the changes 
in my condition none struck me so painfully at 
first as the loss of consideration from strangers 
that immediately followed my fallen state. Peo- 
ple who ted no concern with my well-to-do con- 
dition, who could take no possible interest in my 
prosperity, had been courteous to me hitherto, 
simply because I was prosperous, and were now 
become something almost the reverse, for no oth- 
er reason, that I could see, than that I was poor. 
Where before I had met willingness to make 
my acquaintance, and an almost cordial accept- 
ance, I was now to find distance and reser\'e. 
Above all, I discovered that there was a general 
distrust of the poor man, as though he were one 
more especially exposed to rash influences, and 
more likely to yield to them. 

I got some sharp lessons in these things the 
first few days of my journey, but I dropped down 
at last into the third-class train, and found my- 
self at ease. My fellow-travelers were not very 
polished or very cultivated, but in one respect 
thiflir fOod-breeding had the superiority over that 
of finer folk. They never questioned my right 



to be saving, nor seemed to think the worse of 
me for being poor. 

Herr Heinfetter had counseled me to stay a 
few days at Vienna, and provide myself with 
clothes more suitable to my new condition than 
those I was wearing. 

*' If old Ignaz Oppovich saw a silk-lined coat, 
he'd soon send you about your business," said 
he ; * ^ and as to that fine watch-chain and its gisy 
trinkets, you have only to appear with it once to 
get your dismissal." 

It was not easy, with my little experience of 
life, to see how these things should enter into an 
estimate of me, or why Herr Ignaz should con- 
cern him with other attributes of mine than such 
as touched my clerkship ; but as I was entering 
on a world where all was new — where not only 
the people, but their prejudices and their likings 
were all strange to me — I resolved to approach 
them in an honest spirit, and with a desire to 
conform to them as well as I was able. 

Lest the name Noreott, appearing in the news- 
papers in my father's case, should connect me 
with his story, Heinfetter advised me to call my- 
self after my mother's family, which sounded, 
besides, less highly bom, and I had my passport 
made out in the name of Digby Owen. 

**Mind, lad," said the banker, as he parted 
with me, " give yourself no airs with Ignaz Op- 
povich ; do not turn up your nose at his homely 
fare, or handle his coarse napkin as if it hurt 
your skin, as I have seen you do here. From 
his door to destitution there is only a step, and 
bethink yourself twice before you take it. I have 
done all I mean to do by you, more than 1 shall 
ever be paid for. And now, good-by." 

This sort of language grated very harshly on 
my ears at first ; but I had resolved to bear my 
lot courageously, and conform, where I could, 
to the tone of those I had come down to. 

I thanked him, then, respectfully and calmly, 
for his hospitality to me, and went my way. 



CHAPTER XVL 



FIUME. 



(( 



I SAW a young fellow, so like that boy of 
Norcott's, in a third-class carriage," I overheard 
a traveler say to his companion, as we stopped to 
sup at Gratz. 

"He'll have scarcely come to that, I fancy," 
said the other, ** though Noreott must have run 
through nearly every thing by this time." 

It was about the last time I was to hear my- 
self called in this fashion. They who were to 
know me thenceforward were to know me by 
another name, and in a rank that had no tra- 
ditions; and I own I accepted this homble 
fortune with a more contented spirit and with 
less chagrin than it cost me to hear myself 
spoken of in this half-contemptuous fashion. 

I was now very plainly, simply dressed. I 
made no display of studs or watch-chain ; I even 
gave up the ring I used to wear, and took care 
that my gloves — ^in which I once was almost 
puppyish — should be the commonest and the 
cheapest. 

If there was something that at moments fell 
very heavily on my heart in the utter destitation 
of my lot, there was, on the other hand^ will 
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Derved my heart and stimulated me in the 
thought that there was some heroism in what 
I was doing. I was, so to say, about to seek 
my fortune ; and what to a young mind could be 
more full of interest and anticipation than such a 
thought? To be entirely self-dependent, to be 
thrown into situations of difficulty, with nothing 
but one's own resources to rely on, to be obliged 
to rely on ones head for counsel, and one's 
heart for courage, to see one's self, as it were, 
alone against the world, is intensely exciting. 

In the days of romance there were personal 
perils to confront, and appalling dangers to be 
surmounted ; but now it was a game of life, to 
be played, not merely with a stout heart and a 
ready hand, but with a cool head and a steady 
eye. Young as I was I had seen a great deal. 
In that strange comedy of which my father's 
guests were the performers there was great in- 
sight into character to be gained, and a marvel- 
ous knowledge of that skill by which they who 
live by their wits cultivate these same wits to 
live. 

If I was not totally corrupted by the habits and 
ways of that life I owe it wholly to those teach- 
'ings of my dear mother, which through all the 
turmoil and confusion of this ill-regulated exist- 
ence still held a place in my heart, and led me 
again and again to ask myself how she would 
think of this,' or what judgment she would pass 
on that; and even in this remnant of a con- 
science there was some safety. I tried to per- 
suade myself that it was well for me that all this 
was now over, and that an honest existence was 
now about to open to me — an existence in which 
my good mother's lessons would avail me more, 
stimulate me to the right and save me from the 
wrong, and give to the humblest cares of daily 
labor a halo that never had shone on my life of 
splendor. 

It was late at night Y^hen I reached Trieste, 
and I left it at daybreak. The small steamer in 
which I had taken my passage followed the coast 
line, calling at even the most insignificant little 
towns and villages, and winding its track through 
that myriad of islands which lie scattered along 
this strange shore. The quiet, old-world look 
of these quaint towns, the simple articles they 
dealt in, the strange dress, and the stranger, 
sounds of tlie language of these people, all told 
me into what a new life I had just set foot, and 
how essential it was to leave all my former habits 
behind me as I entered here. 

The sun had just gone below the sea as we 
rounded the gi*eat promontory of the north and 
entered the bay of Fiume. Scarcely had we 
passed in than the channel seemed to close 
behind us, and we were moving along over 
what looked like a magnificent lake bounded 
on every side by lofty mountains — for the isl- 
ands of the bay are so placed that they conceal 
the openings to the Adriatic. If the base of the 
great mountains was steeped in a blue deep and 
mellow as the sea itself, their summits glowed in 
the carbuncle tints of the setting sun, and over 
these again long lines of cloud, golden and azure 
. streaks, marked the sky, almost on fire, as it were, 
with the last parting salute of the glorious orb 
that was setting. It was not merely that I had 
never seen, but I could not have imagined such 
'v^auty of landscape; and as we swept quietly 
% nearer the shore, and I could mark the 



villas shrouded in the deep woods of chestnut 
and oak, and saw the olive and the cactus, with 
the orange and the oleander, bending their leafy 
branches over the blue water, I thought to my- 
self, would not a life there be nearer to Paradise 
than any thing wealth and fortune could boy 
elsewhere? 

** There, yonder," said the captain, pointing 
to the ornamented chimneys of a house sarround- 
ed by a deep oak wood, and the tennce of which 
overhung the sea, ** that's the villa of old Ignaz 
Oppovich. They say the Elmperor tempted him 
with half ainillion of florins to sdl it, but miser 
as he was and is the old fellow refused it." 

** Is that Opponch of the firm of Hodnig and 
Oppovich ?" asked I. 

*^Yes; the house is all Oppovich's now, and 
half Fiume too, I believe." 

'^ There are worse fellows than old Ignaz," 
said another, gravely. *^I wonder what woald 
become of the hospital, or the poor-hoose, or the 
asylum for Ihe orphans here, but for him." 

^* lie's a Jew," said another, spitting out with 
contempt. 

' * A Jew that could teach many a Christian the 
virtues of his own faith," cried the former. "A 
Jew that never refused an alms to the poor, no 
matter of what belief, and that never spoke ill of 
his neighbor." 

*^ I never heard as much good of him before, 
and I have been a member of the town council 
with him these thirty years." 

The other touched his hat respectfully in rec- 
ognition of the speaker s rank, and said no more. 

I took my little portmanteau in my hand as we 
landed, and mad^ for a small hotel which faced 
the sea. I had determined not to present my- 
self to the Herr Oppovich till morning, and to 
take that evening to see the town and its neigh- 
borhood. 

AIT I strolled about, gazing with a stranger's 
curiosity at all that was new and odd to me in 
this quiet spot, I felt coming over me that deep 
depression which almost invariably falls upon 
him who, alone and friendless, makes first ac- 
quaintance with the scene wherein he is Ij^live. 
How hard it is for him to believe that the objects 
he sees can ever become of interest to him ; how 
impossible it seems that he will live to look on 
this as home; that he will walk that narrow 
street as a familiar spot ; giving back the kind- 
ly greetings that he gets, and feeling that strange, 
mysterious sense of brotherhood that grows out 
of daily intercourse with the same people ! 

I was curious to see where the Hen* ()ppo\*ich 
lived, and found the place after some search. 
The public garden of the town, a prettily plant- 
ed spot, lies between two mountain streams, 
flanked by tall mountains, and is rather shunned 
by the inhabitants from its suspicion of damp. 
Through this deserted spot — for I saw not one 
being as I went — I passed on to a dark copse at 
the extreme end, and beyond which a small 
wooden bridge led over to a garden wildl}' over- 
grown with evergreens and shrubs, and so n^- 
leeted that it was not easy at first to select the 
right path among the many that led through the 
tangled brush-wood. Following one of these, I 
came out on a little lawn in front of a long low 
house of two stories. The roof was high-pitched 
and the i^dndows narrow, and defended by Btnm 
iron shutte^s, which lay open on the outside widlt 
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displftjing many a bolt and bar, iiKlicalWe of 
strengih and resistance. No smoke issued from 
B chimnej, not a sound broke the stillneas, nor 
was there a trace of any living thing around— 
desolation like it I had never seen. At last a, 
maan, half-starved dog crept coweriiiglj acrosB 
the lawn, and, drawing nigh the door, stood and 
whined plaintively. After a brief pause the door 
opened, the animal stole in, the door then closed 
vilh a bang, and alt was stUl as before. I turned 
back toward (he town with a heavy heart : a 
^oomy dread of those I waa to tie associated 
with on the morrow was over me, and I went lo 
tira inn and locked myadf into my room, and 
fbll npon my bed with a sense of desolation that 
Ibund vent at la«t in a l«rrent of tears. 



As I look back on the night that followed it 
seems to me one of the saddest passages of my 
life. If 1 fell a.sleop it waa to dream of the past, 
with all its exciting pleasures and delights ; and 
then awaking suddenly, I found myself in this 
wretched, poverty-stricken room, where eveiy 
object spoke ol misery, and recalled me to the 
thoaght of a condition as ignoble and as lowly. 

1 remember well how I longed for day-davra. 
that I Blight get cp and wander along the shore, 
and taste the fresh breeze, and hear the plash of 
the sea, and seek in that greater, wider, and 
more beaotifal world of nature a peace that my 
own despairing thoughts would not auffer me to 
enjoy. And at the first gleam of light I did 
st^ down and issue forth, to walk for boon 
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along the bay in a sort of enchantment from the 
beauty of the scene, that tilled me at kL^t with a 
sense of aImo>t happiness. I thought uf Pauline, 
too, and wondered would ithe partake of the de- 
light this lovely s(iot imparted to mr / wuuld she 
see the^e leafy WL>ods, that bold mountain, that 
crystal sea. with its glittering sands many a fath- 
cm deep, as I saw them 'f And if m.>. what a 
stimulus tu labor and grow rich was in the 
thought ! 

In pleasant reveries, that dashed the future 
with much that had delighted me in the past, 
the hours rolled on till it was time to present 
myself at II err Oppo\ioh*s. Armed with my let- 
ter of intRHliictioii. 1 soon found myself at the 
door of a large warehouse, o^'er which his imme 
stood in big letters. A narrow wooden stair 
ascended steeply fn>m the entrance to a long low 
room, in which fullv twenty clerks were busilv 
engaged at their desks. At the end of this, in a 
smaller room. 1 was told Herr Ignaz — for he was 
always so called — held his private office. 

Before I was well conscious of it I was stand- 
ing in this riK^m before a short thick-set old man, 
with heavy eyebrows and beard, and whose long 
coat of coane cloth reached to his feet. 

He sat and examined me as he read the note, 
'pausing at times in the reading as if to compare 
me with the indications before him. 

**Digbv Owen — is that the name?" asked he. 

"Yes,i>ir." 

** Native of Irelanii, and never before employed 
in commen'ial pursuits ?" 

I nodded to this interrogatory. 

** 1 am not in love iA~ith Ireland, nor do I feel 
a great liking for ignorance. Herr IKven," said 
he, slowly : and there was a deep impresj^iveness 
in his tune, though the words (.*ame with the thick 
accentuation of the Jew. ** My old friend and cor- 
respondent should have remenibered these prej- 
udices of mine. Herr Jacob Ueiut'etter shoidd 
not have sent vou here." 

I knew not what reply to make to this, and 
was silent. 

^*He should not have sent yon here:** and 
he repeated the words with increased solemnity. 
** What do you want me to do with you?** said 
he^ sharply, after a brief pause. 

'* Any thing that will ser^'C to let me earn my 
bread," said I, calmly. 

''But I can get scores like you, young man. 
for the wages we give servants here ; and would 
Ton be content with that ?'* 

*'I must take what yon are pleased to give 
me." 

He rang a little bell beside him and cried ont, 
**" Send Harasch here.** And at the word a short, 
beetle-browed, ill-tavored young fellow appeared 
at the door, pen in hand. 

''Bring me your ledger,** said the old man. 
*'Look here now.** said he to me, as he turned 
orer the beautifully clean and neatly kept vol- 
ome: ''this is the work of one who earns six 
hundred florins a vear. You began with four, 
Haraschr • ' 

"Three hundred. Herr Ignaz,'* said the lad, 
bcywing. 

'* Can yon live and wear such clothes as these.** 
nid the old man. touching my tweed coat, ^' for 
three hiudred florins a year — paper florins, mind, 
which in vour monev would make about twentv- 



^* I will do my best with it,** said I. detennined 
he should not deter me by mere words. 

"Take him with you, ilarasch; let him eofw 
into the waste- book. Wvshall see in a few days 
what he's tit for.** 

At a sign from the youth I followed him ooL 
and soi.tn found myself in the onter room, where 
a considerable niimlier of the yoanger clerks 
were waiting to acknowledge me. 

Nothing could well be less like the manncn 
and habits I was used to than the coarse fiunit 
iarity and easy impertinence of the«e joong fel- 
lowsw They questioned me about mr birth, mr 
education, my mean». what cirvamstance hti 
driven me to my present step, and why none of 
my friends had done any thing to save me from 
it.' Not cvmtent w-ith a number of venr searching 
inquiries, they liegan to assure me that Herr 

' Ignaz would not put up with my incapacitr for a 

' week. ^' He'll send you into the yard, cried 

! one : and the sentence was chorused at once. 

I "Ja! ja! he'll lie sent into the yanL" And 
though I was dying to know what that might 

' mean, my pride restrained my curiosity, and I 
would not condescend to ask. 

^* Won*t he lie flne in the vaxd !** I heard one 

' whisper to another, and they both began laugh- 
ing at the cvinceit : and I now sat down on a 
bench and lost myself in thought. 

** Come ; we are going to diim«', Englander.** 

' said Ilarasih to me at last ; and I arose and 

' followed him. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

HA2CSKRL OF THE TARD. 

I WAS soon to learn what being "sent into tlw 
yard" meant. Within a week that destiny was 
mine. Being so sent was the phrase for being 
charged to count the staves as they arriTed in 
wagijn-Ioads from Hungary, oaken staves being 
the chief " industry" of Fiume. and the priiici|Ml 
source of Herr Opponch's fortune. 

My companion, and. indeed, my instructor m 
this intellectual employment, was a strange-kmk- 
ing. dwartish creature, who, whatever the season, 
wore a suit of dark yellow leather, the jerkia 
being fostened round the waist by a broad belt 
with a heavy brass bnckle. He had been in tlie 
yard three-and-forty years, and though his a»- 
sistants had been uniformly promoted to the 
office, he had met with no advaui-ement in itfe, 
but was still in the same walk and the 
grade in which he had staned. 

Hans Sponer was, however, a philosopher, 
went on his road uncomplainingly. He said that 
the open air and the fretnlom were better than tbe 
closeness and confinement within doors, and. If 
his pay was smaller, his healthier appetite made 
him able to relish plainer food ; and this mode 
of reconciling things — striking the balance be^ 
tween good and ill — went through all he said 
or did. and his favorite phrase, ** £s ist tast ein- 
eriey.'* or "It comes to about the same.** cum- 
prised his whole system of worldly knowledge. 

If at flrst I felt the occupation assigned to 
as an insult and a degradation, Hanserl*s 
\ panionship soon reconciled me to submit to it 
i with patience. It was not merely that he die- 
i played an invariable good-humor and pleasantij'. 
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bat diere was a fbrfoearance abont him, and a 
delicacy in his dealing with me, actnallj gentle- 
manlike. Thus he nerer questioned me as to 
my former condition, nor asked bj what acci- 
dent I had fallen to my present lot ; and, while 
showing in many ways that he saw I was nnosed 
to hardship, he rather treated my inexperience 
as a mere fortnitoos circumstance than as a thing 
to comment or dwell on. Hanserl, besides this, 
tanght me how to Uve on my humble pay of a 
florin and ten kreutsers — about two shillings 
— -daily. I had a small room that led out into 
the yard, and could consequently devote my 
modest salary to my maintenance. The strait- 
ened economy of Hans himself had enabled him 
to lay by about eight hundred florins, and he 
strongly advised me to arrange my mode of life 
on a plan that would admit of such a prudent 
saTing. 

Less for this purpose than to give my friend a 
strong proof of the full confidence I reposed in 
his judgment and his honor, I confided to his 
care all my earnings, and only begged he would 

rovide for me as for himself ; and thus Hans and 
became inseparable. We took our coffee to- 
gether at daybreak, our little soup and boUed 
beef at noon, and our potato-salad, with perhaps 
a sardine or such like, at night for supper ; the 
** Viertdwein" — the fourth of a bottle — being 
equitably divided between us to cheer our hearts 
and cement good-fellowship on certainly as acrid 
a liquor as ever served two such excellent ends. 

^one of the clerks would condescend to know 
US. Flerr Fripper, the cashier, would nod to us 
in the street, but the younger men never recog- 
nized us at all, save in some expansive moment 
of freedom by a wink or a jeriL of the head. We 
wen in a most subordinate condition, and they 
made us feel it. 

From Hans I learned that Herr Oppovich was 
a widower with two children, a son and a daugh- 
ter. The former was an irreclaimable scamp 
and vagabond, whose debts had been paid over 
and over again, and who had been turned out of 
the army with disgrace, and was now wandering 
abont Europe, living on his Other's friends, and 
trading for snudl loans on his family name. This 
was Adolph Oppovich. The girl — Sara she was 
called — was, in HanserFs judgment, not much 
more to be liked than her brother. She was 
prood and insolent to a degree that would have 
been remarkable in a princess of a reigning house. 
"From the clerks she exacted a homage that was 
positively absurd. It was not alone that they 
should always stand uncovered as she passed, but 
that if any had occasion to address her he should 
prelude what he had to say by kissing her hand, 
an act of yaasalage that in Austria is limited to 
persons of the humblest kind. 

''She regards me as a wild beast, and I am 
therefore spared this piece of servitude/* said 
Hans, and he laughed his nmseless, uncouth langh 
as he thought of his immunity. 

-^'is she handsome?" asked L 

''liow can she be handsome when she is so 
overbearing ?" said he. '' Is not beauty gentle- 
ness, mildness, softness? How can it agree with 
^fBS diat flash disdain, and a month that seems 
to cori with insolence ? The old proverb sayi| 
*Sdi8fibeit ist Sanftheit;' and that's why Onr 
Zjidv' is always so lovely." 

lUBMerl was a devout Catholic ; and not im- 



possibly this sentiment made his judgment of the 
young Jewess all the more severe. Of Herr Op- 
povich himself he would say little. Perhaps he 
deemed it was not loyal to discuss him whose 
bread he ate ; perhaps he had not suflScient ex- 
perience of me to trust me with his opinion : at 
all events he went no further than an admission 
that he was wise and keen in business ; one who 
made few mistakes himself, nor forgave them 
easily in another. 

''Never do more than he tells you to do, 
younker," said Hans to me one day ; '* and hell 
trust you, if you do that welL*' And this was 
not the l^t valuable bint he gave me. 

Hans had a great deal of small worldly wis- 
dom, the fruit rather of a long experience than 
of any remarkable gift of observation. As he 
said himself, it took him four years to learn the 
business of the yard; and as I acquired the 
knowledge in about a week, he regarded me as 
a perfect genius. 

We soon became fast and firm friends. The 
way in which I had surrendered myself to his 
guidance — giving him up the management of my 
money, and actually submitting to his authority 
as though I were his son — had won upon the old 
man immensely ; while I, on my side — friendless 
and companionless, save with himself — drew 
close to the only one who seemed to take an in- 
terest in me. At first — ^I must own it — as we 
wended our way, at noon, toward the Uttle eat- 
ing-house where we dined, and I saw the friends 
with whom Hans exchanged greetings, and felt 
the class and condition he belonged to reflected 
in the coarse looks and coarser ways of his as- 
sociates, I was ashamed to think to what I had 
fallen. I had, indeed, no respect, nor any liking 
for the young fellows of the counting-house. 
They were intensely, offensively vulgar ; but they 
had the outward semblance, the dress, and the 
gait of their betters, and they were privileged by 
appearance to stroll into a cafi^ and sit down, 
firom which I and my comiianion would speedily 
have been ejected. I confe$^ I envied them that 
mere right of admission into the well-dressed 
world, and sorrowed over my own exclusion as 
though it had been inflicted on me as a punish- 
ment. 

This jealous feeling met no encouragement 
from Hans. The old man had no rancor of any 
kind in his nature. He had no sense of discon- 
tent with his condition, nor any desire to change 
it. Counting staves seemed to him a very fitting 
way to occupy existence ; and he knew of many 
occupations that were less pleasant and less 
wholesome. Rags, for instance, for the paper- 
miU, or hides, in both of which Herr Ignaz dealf-, 
Hans would have seriously disliked ; but staves 
were cleanly and smelled fresh and sweetly of the 
oak-wood they came from ; and there was some- 
thing noble in their destiny — to form casks and 
hogsheads for the rich wines of France and Spain 
— ^which he was fond of recalling : and so would 
he say, "Without you and me, boy, or those 
like us, they'd have no vats nor barrels for the 
red grape-juice." 

While he thus talked to me, trying to invest 
our humble calling with what might elevate it in 
my eyes, I strug^ed often with myself whether 
I should not tell him the storv of my life — ^in 
what rank I had lived, to what liopes of fortune 
I had been reared. Would this knowkdiQ^^aav^ 
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raised me in the old man*8 esteem, or would it 
have estranged him from me? That was the 
question. How should I come through the or- 
deal of his judgment ? higher or lower ? A mere 
chance decided for me what all my pondering 
could not resolve. Hans came home one night 
with a little book in his hand, a present for me. 
It was a French grammar, and, as he told me, 
tlie key to all knowledge. 

*'The French are the great people of the 
world," said he, **and till you know their tongue, 
you can have no real insight into learning.*' 
There was a " younker" once under him in the 
yard, who, just because he could read and write 
French, was now a cashier, with six hundred 
florins salary. "When you have worked hard 
for three months we'll look out for a master, 
Owen." 

"But I know it already, Hanserl," said I, 
proudly. " I speak it even better than I speak 
Geiman, and Italian too ! Ay, stare at me, but 
it 8 true. I had masters for these, and for Greek 
and Latin; and I was taught to draw, and to 
sing, and to play the piano, and I learned how 
to ride and to dance." 

"Just like a bom gentleman, "broke in Hans. 

*'I was, and I am, a bom gentleman; don't 
shake your head, or wring your hands, Hanserl. 
I'm n9t going mad! These are not raWngs! 
1*11 soon convince you what I say is true." And 
I hurried to my room, and opening my trunk, 
took out my watch, and some trinkets, some 
studs of value, and a costly chain my father gave 
me. " These are all mine ! I used to wear them 
once, as commonly as I now wear these bone 
buttons. There were more servants in my fa- 
ther's house than there are clerks in Herr Op- 
povich's counting-house. Let me tell you who I 
was, and how I came to be what I am." 

I told him my whole story, the old man lioten- 
ing with an eagerness quite intense, but never 
more deeply interested than when I told of the 
splendors and magnificence of my father's house. 
He never weaiied hearing of costly entertain- 
ments and great banquets, where troops of -serv- 
ants waited, and every wish of the guest was at 
once ministered to. 

"And all this," cried he, at last, "all this, 
day after day, night after night, and not once a 
year only, as we see it here, on the Fraulein 
Sara's birthday !" And now the poor old man, 
as if to compensate himself for listening so long, 
broke out into a description of the festivities by 
which Herr Oppovich celebrated his daughter s 
birthday ; an occasion on which he invited all in 
his employment to pass the day at his villa, on 
the side of the bay, and when, by Hanserl's ac- 
count, a most unbounded hospitality held sway. 
" There are no portions, no measured quantities, 
bat each is free to eat and drink as he likes," 
cried Hans, who, with this praise, described a 
banquet of millennial magnificence. " But you 
will see for yourself," added he, "for even the 
*yard' is invited." 

I cautioned him strictly not to divulge what I 
had told him of myself; nor was it necessary 
after all, for he well knew how Herr Ignaz re- 
sented the thought of any one in his service hav- 
ing other pretensions than such as grew out of 
his own favor toward them. 

"You'd be sent away to-morrow, younker," 
said he, " if he but knew what you were. There's 



an old proverb shows how they think of people 

of quality : 

*Die Jnden nicht dnlden 
Den Herrschaft mit Schulden.* 

The Jews can not abide the great folk, with their 
indebtedness ; and to deem these inseparable is 
a creed. 

"On the 8 1st of August falls the Fraulien'g 
birthday, lad, and you shall tell me the next 
morning if your father gave a grander f§te than 
that." 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE SAIL ACROSS THE BAT. 

The 31st of August dawned at last, and with 
the promise of a lovely autumnal day. It was 
the one holiday of the year at Herr Oppovich's ; 
for Sunday was only extemally observed in def- 
erence to the feelings of tlie Christian worid, and 
clerks sat at their desks inside, and within the 
barred shutters the whole work of life went on as 
though a week-day. As for us in the yard, it 
was our day of most rigorous discipline: for 
Ignaz himself was wont to come down on a tour 
of inspection, and his quick glances were sure to 
detect at once the slightest irregularity or neg- 
lect. He seldom noticed me on these occa- 
sions. A word addressed to Hanserl as to how 
the "younker" was doing, would be all the rec- 
ognition vouchsafed me, or, at most, a short nod 
of the head would convey that he had seen me. 
Hanserl's reports were, however, always fevoi-a- 
ble; and I had so far good reason to believe 
that my master was content with me. 

From Hans, who had talked of nothing Imt 
this filte for three or four weeks, I had hii|Ml; 
that a beautiful villa which Herr Ignaz oiij iB B 
on the west side of the bay was always opemd. 
It was considered much too grand a place to livo 
in, being of princely proportions and splendidly 
furnished; indeed, it had come into Herr Ojp- 
povich's possession on a mortgage, and the 
thought of using it as a residence never occur- 
red to him. To have kept the grounds alone 
in order would have cost a moderate fortune ; and 
as there was no natural supply of water on the 
spot, a steam pump was kept in constant use to 
direct streams in different directions. This, 
which its former owner freely paid for, was an 
outlay that Herr Oppovich regarded as most 
wasteful, and reduced at once to the very nar- 
rowest limits consistent with the life of the plants 
and shrubs around. The omamental fountains 
were, of course, left unfed ; jets-d'eaux ceased to 
play; and the various tanks in which water 
nymphs of white marble disported were dried 
up ; ivy and the wild ^ine draping the statues, 
and holding the sculptured urns in leafy em- 
brace. 

Of the rare plants and flowers hundreds of 
course died ; indeed, none but those of hardy na- 
ture could survive this stinted aliment. Green- 
houses and conservatories too fell into disrepair 
and neglect ; but such was the marvelous wealth 
of vegetation that, fast as walls would crumble 
and architraves give way, foliage and blossom 
would spread over the ruin, and the rare plants 
within, mingling with the stronger vegetation 
without, would form a tangled mass of leafy beau- 
ty of surpassing loveliness ; and thiis the 
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orchids were seen stretching their delicate ten- 
chils oyer forest trees, and the cactus and t^e 
mimosa mingled with common field-flowers. If 
I linger among these things it is because they 
contrasted so strikingly to me with the trim pro- 
priety and fastidious neatness of the Malibran 
Villa, where no leaf littered a walk, nor a single 
tarnished blossom was suffered to remain on its 
stalk. Yet was the Abazzia Villa a thousand 
times more beautiful. In the one, the uppermost 
thought was the endless care and skill of the 
gardeners, and the wealth that had provided 
them. The clink of gold seemed to rise from 
the crushed gravel as you walked ; the fountains 
glittered with gold; the conscn'atories exhaled 
it. Here, however, it seemed as though Nature, 
rich in her own unbounded resources, was show- 
ing how little she needed of man or his appli- 
ances. It was the veiy exuberance of growth on 
every side ; and all this backed by a bold mount- 
ain lofty as an Alp, and washed by a sea in front, 
and that sea the blue Adriatic. 

I had often heard of the thrift and parsimony 
of Herr Oppovich's household. Even in the 
humble eating-house I frequented sneers at his 
economies were frequent. No trace of such a 
saving spirit displayed itself on this occasion. 
Not merely were guests largely and freely in- 
vited, but carriages were stationed at appointed 
spots to convey them to the villa, and a number 
of boats awaited at the mole for those who pre- 
ferred to go by water. This latter mode of con- 
veyance was adopted by the clerks and ofiScials 
of the house, as savoring less of pretension ; and 
so was it that just as the morning was ripening 
into warmth, I found myself one of a large com- 
pany in a wide eight-oared boat, calmly skim- 
ming along toward Abazzia. By some accident 
I got separated from Hanserl ; and when I waved 
my hand to him to join me he delayed to return 
my salutation ; for, as he said afterward, I was 
* ' gar schon" — quite fine — and he did not recog- 
nize me. 

It was true I had dressed myself in the velvet 
jacket and vest I had worn on the night of our 
own fSte, and wore my velvet cap, without, how- 
ever, the heron feather, any more than I put on 
any of my trinkets, or even my watch. 

This studied simplicity on my part was not re- 
warded as I hoped for; since scarcely were we 
under way than my dress and "get up" became 
the subject of an animated debate among my 
companions, who discussed me with a freedom 
and a candor that showed they regarded me sim- 
ply as a sort of lay figure for the display of so 
much drapeiy. 

* * That's how they dress in the yard I " cried one ; 
**and we, who have three times the pay, can 
scarcely afford broadcloth. Will any one explain 
that to me ?" 

** There must be rare perquisites down there," 
chimed in another; "for they say that the old 
dwarf Hanserl has laid by two thousand gulden." 

" They tell ?ne five thousand," said another. 

'*Two or twenty-two would make no differ- 
ence. No fellow on his pay could honestly do 
more than keep life in his body; not to speak 
of wearing velvet like the younker there." 

A short digression now inten'ened, one of the 
party having suggested tnut in England velvet 
was the cheapest wear known, that fdl the labor- 
ers on cauate and railroads wore it from economy, 



and that, in fact, it was the badge of a very hum- 
ble condition. The assertion encountered some 
disbelief, and it was ultimately suggested to refer 
the matter to me for decision, this being the first 
evidence they had given of their recognition of 
me as a sentient being. 

"What would he know?" broke in an elderly 
clerk ; " he must have come away from England 
a mere child, seeing how he speaks German 



now. 



Or if he did know, is it Ukely he'd tell ?" ob- 
served another. 

"At all events let us ask him what it costs. 
I say, Knabe, come here and let us see your fine 
clothes ; we are all proud of having so grand a 
colleague." 

" You might show your pride, then, more suit- 
ably than by insulting him," said I, with perfect 
calm. 

Had I discharged a loaded pistol in the midst 
of them the dismay and astonishment could not 
have been greater. That any one * * aus dem Hof " 
— "out of the yard" — should presume to think 
he had feelings that could be outraged seemed a 
degree of arrogance beyond belief, and my word 
"insult" was repeated from mouth to mouth with 
amazement. 

"Come here, Knabe," said the cashier, in a 
voice of blended gentleness and command — 
" come here, and let us talk to you." 

I arose and made my way from the bow to the 
stem of the boat. Short as the distance was, it 
gave me time to bethink me that I must repress 
all anger or irritation if I desired to keep my se- 
cret ; so that when I reached my place my mind 
was made up. 

" Silk-velvet, as I live !" said one who passed 
his hand along my sleeve as I went. 

" No one wishes to offend you, youngster," said 
the cashier to me, as he placed me beside him, 
"nor when we talk freely to each other, as is 
our wont, are any of us offended." 

" But you forget. Sir," said I, " that I have no 
share in these freedoms, and that were I to at- 
tempt them you'd resent the liberty pretty soon." 

" The Knabe is right," " He says what's true," 
" He speaks sensibly," was muttered all around. 

" You have been well educated, I suspect?" said 
the cashier, in a gentle voice ; and now the thought 
that by a word, a mere word, I might compromise 
myself beyond recall flashed across me, and I an- 
swered, " I have learned some things." 

" One of which was caution," broke in another, 
and a roar of laughter welcomed his joke. 

Many a severer sarcasm would not have cut 
so deeply into me. The imputation of a reserve 
based on cunning was too much for my temper, 
and in a moment I forgot all prudence, and hotly 
said, " If I am such an object of interest to you, 
gentlemen, that you must know even the details 
of my education, the only way I see to satisfy this 
curiosity of yours is to say that, if you will ques- 
tion me as to what I know and what I do not, I 
will do my best to answer you.'' 

"That's a challenge," cried one ; " he thinks 
we are too illiterate to examine him.'* 

"We see that you speak Grerman fluently," 
said the cashier ; "do you know French ?'* 

I nodded assent. 

' ' And-Italian and English ?" 

" Yes ; English is my native language." 
1 " What about Greak. wad lia.\ks^\*s^'l" 
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*' Very little Greek ; some half- dozen Latin 
aathors. ' 

*' Any Hebrew?" chimed in one, with a smile 
of half mockery. 

"Not a syllable." 

"Tliat's a pit^', for you could have chatted 
with Herr Igiiaz ni it." 

* * Or the Fi-aulein, " muttered another. " She 
knows no Hebrew," "She does; she reads it 
well," " Nothing of the kind, " were quickly spoken 
from many quarters ; and a very hot discussion 
ensued, in wuich the Fr&ulein Sara's accomplish- 
ments and acquirements took the place of mine 
in pulilic interest. 

While the debate went on with no small 
warmth on either side — for it involved a per- 
sonal question that stimulated each of the com- 
batants, namely, the amount of intimacy they en- 
joyed in the ftimily and household of their mas- 
ter — a point on which they seemed to feel the 
most acute sensiliility — while this, therefore, 
contiimed, the cashier patted me good-humored ly 
on the arm, and asked me how I liked Fiume ; 
if I had made any pleasant acquaintances ; and 
how 1 usually posscul my evenings ? And while 
thus chatting pleasantly we glided into the little 
bay of the villa, and landed. 

As boat after boat came alongside the jetty 
numbers rushed down to meet and welcome their 
friends. All seemed half wild with delight ; and 
the adventures they had had on the road, the love- 
liness of the villa, and the courtesy they had been 
met with, resounded on every side. All had 
friends, eager to talk or to listen — ^all but my- 
self. I alone had no companionship ; for in the 
crowd and confusion I could not find Hanserl, 
and to ask after him was but to risk the danger 
of an impertinence. 

I sat myself down on a rustic bench at last, 
thinking that if I remained fixed in one spot I 
might have the best chance to discover him. 
And now I could mark the strange company, 
which of every age, and almost of every condi- 
tion, appeared to be present. If the marked feat- 
ures of the Hebrew abounded, there were types of 
the race that I had never seen before^-fair-haired 
and olive-eyed, with a certain softness of expres- 
sion, united with great decision about the mouth 
and chin. The red Jew, too, was there — the 
fierce-eyed, dark-browed, hollow-cheeked fellow, 
of piercing acuteness in expression, and an almost 
reckless look of purpose about him. There was 
greed, craft, determination, at times even vio- 
lence, to be read in the faces ; but never weak- 
ness, never imbecility : and so striking was this 
that the Christian physiognomy seemed actually 
vulgar when contrasted with those faces so fuU 
of vigorous meaning and concentration. 

Nothing could be less like my father^s guests 
than these people. It was not in dress and de- 
meanor and general carriage that they differed — 
in their gestures as they met, in their briefest 
greetings — but the whole chai*acter of their hab- 
its, as expressed by their faces, seemed so unlike, 
that I could not imagine any clew to their sever- 
al ranks, and how this one was higher or greater 
than that. All the nationalities of Eastern En- 
rope were there — Hungarian, Styrian, Dalmatian, 
Albanian. Traders aJl. This one band of traf- 
fic and gain blending into a sort of fiimily races 
and creeds the most discordant, and types whose 
forefathers had been warring with each other for 



' centuries. Plenty of coarseness there was, im- 
I culture and roughness every where ; but, straDgft- 
ly enough, little vulgarity and no weakness, no 
deficient energy any where. They were the war- 
riors of commerce ; and they brought to the bat- 
tle of trade resolution and boldness and persist- 
ence and daring not a whit inferior to what their 
ancestors had carried into personal conflicc 



CHAPTER XIX. 

AT THE FET19. 

If, seated on my rustic bench imder a spread- 
ing ilex, I was not joining in the pleasures and 
amusements of those around me, I was tasting an 
amount of enjoyment to the full as great. It was 
my first holiday after many months of monoto- 
nous labor. It was the first moment in which I 
felt myself free to look about me without the irk- 
some thought of a teasing duty — that everlasting 
song of score and tally, which Hans and I sang 
duet fashion, and which at last seemed to enter 
my very veins and circulate with my blood. 

The scene itself was of rare beauty. Seated 
as I was, the bay ap])eared a vast laJse, for the 
outlet that led seaward was backed by an island, 
and thus the coast-line seemed unbroken through- 
out. Over this wide expanse now hundreds of 
fishing-boats were movin(^ in every direction, for 
the wind was blowing fresh from the land, and 
permitted them to tack and beat as they pleased. 
If thus in the crisply curling waves, the flitting 
boats, and the fost-fiying clouds above, there was 
motion and life, there was, in the high-peaked 
mountain that frowned above me, and in the dark 
rocks that lined the shore, a stem, impassive 
grandeur that became all the more striking from 
contrast. ' The plashing water, the fishermen's 
cries, the merry laughter of the revelers as they 
strayed through brake and copse, seemed all but 
whispering sounds in that vast amphitheatre of 
mountain, so solemn *was the infiuence of those 
towering crags that rose toward heaven. 

"Have you been sitting there ever since?" 
asked the cashier, as he paissed me with a string 
of friends. 

" Ever since." 

" Not had any breakfast ?'* 

"None." 

" Nor paid your compliments to Herr Ignas 
and the Fraulein ?" 

I shook my head In dissent. 

"Worst of all," said he, half rebnkingly, and 
passed on. I now bethought me^ how remiss I 
had been. It is true it was through a sense of 
my own insignificant station that I had not pre- 
sented myself to my host ; but I ought to have 
remembered that this excuse could have no force 
outside the limits of my own heart ; and so, as I 
despaired of finding Hanserl, whose advice might 
have aided me, I set out at once to maiko my 
respects. 

A long, straight avenue, fianked by tall lime- 
trees, led from the sea to the house ; and as I 
passed up this, crowded now like the chief prom- 
enade of a city, I heard many comments as* I 
went on my dress and appearance. "What 
have we here ?" said one. " Is this a prince or 
a mountebank?" "What boy, with a mnch- 
braid-bedizenod velvet coat, is this ?" muttered 
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old German^ as he pointed at me with his pipe- 
stick. 

One pronounced me a fencing-master; but 
public reprobation found its limit at last by call- 
ing me a Frenchman. Shall I own that I heard 
all these with something much more akin to pride 
than to shame ? The mere fact that they recog- 
nized me as unlike one of themselves — that they 
saw in me what was not ^^Eiumano" — was in 
itself a flattery ; and as to the depreciation, it 
was pure ignorance! I am afraid that I even 
showed how defiantly I took this criticism — 
showed it in my look, and showed it in my gait ; 
for as I ascended the steps to the terrace of the 
villa I heard more than one comment on my pre- 
tentious demeanor. Perhaps some rumor of the 
approach of a distinguished guest had reached 
HerrOppovich where he sat, at -a table with some 
of the magnates of Eiume, for he hastily arose 
and came forward to meet me. Just as I gained 
the last tentice the old man stood bareheaded 
and bowing before me, a semicircle of wondering 
guests at either side of him. 

'* Whom have I the distinguished honor to re- 
ceive ?" said Herr Ignaz, with a profound show 
of deference. 

"Don't you know me, Sir? Owen — Digby 
Owen." 

**What! — ^how? Eh — ^in Heaven's name^ 
sure it can't be! Why, I protest it is!" ciied 
he, laying his hand on my shoulder as if to test 
my reality. **This passes all belief. Who ever 
saw the Uke! Come here, Knabe, come here." 
And slipping his hand within my arm he led me 
toward the table he had just quitted. ''Sara," 
cried he, '' here is a guest you have not noticed ; 
a high and well-bom stranger, who claims all 
your attention. Let him have the place of honor 
at your side. This, ladies and gentlemen, is 
Herr Digby Owen, the stave-counter of my tim- 
ber-yard!" And he burst with this into a roar 
of laughter, that, long pent up by an effort, now 
seemed to threaten him with a fit. l>)or was the 
company slow in chorusing him: round after 
round shook the table, and it seemed as if the 
joke could never be exhausted. 

All this time I stood with my eyes fixed on 
the Fraulein, whose glance was directed as stead- 
fastly on me. It was a haughty look she bent 
on me, but it became her well, and I forgave all 
the scorn it conveyed in the pleasure her beauty 
gave me. My &ce, which at first was in a flame, 
became suddenly cold, and a faintish sickness 
was creeping over me, so that, to steady myself, 
I had to lay my hand on a chair. '' Won't you 
sit down ?' said she, in a voice fully as much 
command as invitation. She pointed to a chair 
a little distance from her own, and I obeyed. 

The company appeared now somewhat ashamed 
of its rude display of merriment, and seeing how 
quietly and calmly I bore myself — ^unresentingly 
too — there seemed something like a reaction in 
my favor. Foreigners, it must be said, are gen- 
eraUy sorry when betrayed into any exhibition 
of ill-breeding, and hastily seek to miake amends 
for it. Perhaps Herr Oppovich himself was the 
least ready in this movement, for he continued 
to look on me with a strfinge blending of dis- 
pteasore and amusement. 

The business of breakBewt was now resumed, 
and the servants passed round with the dishes, 
iieijiiiig me among the rest. While I was ea^ 



ing I heard — what of course was not meant for 
my ears — an explanation given by one of the 
company of my singular appearance. He had 
lived in England, and said that the English of 
every condition had a passion for appearing to 
belong to some rank above their own ; that to 
accomplish this there was no sacrifice they would 
not make, for these assumptions imposed upon 
those who made them fully as much as on the 
public they were made for. '* You'll see," added 
he, '* that the youth there, so long as he figures 
in that fine dress, will act up to it so far as he 
knows how." He talked with a degree of as- 
surance and fiuency that gained conviction, and 
I saw that his hearers went along with him, and 
there soon began — ^very cautiously and very guard- 
edly indeed — a sort of examination of me and my 
pretensions, for which, fortunately for me, I was 
so far prepared. 

** And do all English boys of your rank in life 
speak and read four languages?" asked Herr 
Ignaz, after listening some time to my answers. 

*' You are assuming to know his rank, papa,'* 
whispered Sara, who watched me closely during 
the whole interrogatory. 

''Let him answer my question," rejoined the 
old man, roughly. 

" Perhaps not all," said I, half amused at the 
puzzle I was becoming to them. 

"Then how came it your fortune to know 
them — that is, if you do know them ?" 

Slipping out of his question, I replied-^-" No- 
thing can be easier than to test that point. 
There are gentlemen here whose acquirements 
go far beyond mine." 

"Your German is very ^od," said Sara. 
"Let me hear you speak French." 

" It is too much honor for me," said I, bow- 
ing, " to address you at all." 

"Is your Italian as neat in accent as that?" 
asked a lady near. 

"I believe I am best in Italian — of course, 
after English — for I always talked it with my 
music-master, as well as with my teacher." 

"Music-master!" cried Herr Ignaz; "what 
phoenix have we here?"' 

" I don't think we are quite fair to this boy," 
said a stem-featured, middle-aged man. "He 
has shown us that there is no imposition in his 
pretensions, and we have no right to question 
him further. If Herr Ignaz thinks you too high- 
ly gifted for his service, young man, come over 
to Carl Bettmeyer's counting-house to-monow «ft 
noon." 

"I thank you. Sir," said I, "and am very 
grateful; but if Herr Oppovich will bear witn 
me, I will not leave him. 

Sara's eyes met mine as I spoke, and' I can 
not tell what a fiood of rapture her look sent into 
my heart. 

"The boy will do well enough," muttered 
Herr Ignaz. ' ' Let us have a ramble through the 
grounds, and see how the skittle-players go on." 

And thus passed off the little incident of my 
appearance : an incident of no moment to any 
but myself, as I was soon to feel ; for the com- 
pany, descending the steps, strayed away in 
broken twos or threes through the gronn<u as 
caprice or will inclined them. 

If I were going to chronicle the fSte itself I 
might perhaps say there was a striking contrast 
between th« ^vctQLS«siQ^<^\)«a.^Qic^ ^*l "^^ «^«^ 
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the pastime of those who occupied it. The 
scene recalled nothing so much as a village fair. 
All the simple out-of-door amusements of pop- 
ular taste were there. There were conjurors and 
saltimbanques and fortune-tellers, lottery-booths 
and nine-pin alleys and restaurants, only differ- 
ing from their prototypes that there was nothing 
to pay. If a considerable nimiber of the guests 
were well pleased with the pleasures provided 
for them, there were others no less amused as 
spectators of these enjo}'ments, and the result 
was an amount of mirth and good-humor almost 
unbounded. There were representatives of al- 
most every class and condition, from the pros- 
perous merchant or rich banker down to the 
humblest clerk or even the porter of the ware- 
house ; and yet a certain tone of equality per- 
vaded all, and I observed that they mixed with 
each other on terms of friendliness and familiar- 
ity that never recalled any difference of condi- 
tion ; and this feature alone was an ample coun- 
^teqjoise to any vulgarity observable in their maur 
ners. If there was any snobbery it was of a 
species quite unlike what we have at home, and 
1 could not detect it. 

While I strolled about, amusing myself with 
the strange sights and scenes around me, I sud- 
denly came upon a sort of merry-go-round, where 
the performers, seated on small hobby-horses, tilt- 
ed with a lance at a ring as they spun round, their 
successes or failures being hailed with cheers or 
with laughter from the spectators. To my in- 
tense astonishment, I might almost say shame, 
Hanserl was there! Mounted on a fiery little 
gray, with blood-shot eyes and a flowing tail, the 
old feUow seemed to have caught the spirit of his 
steed, for he stood up in his stirrups, and leaned 
forward with an eagerness that showed how he 
enjoyed the sport. Why was it that the spectacle 
so shocked me ? Why was it that I shrunk back 
into the crowd, fearful that he might recognize 
me? Was it not well if the poor fellow could 
throw off, even for a passing moment, the weary 
drudgery of his daily life, and play the fool just 
for distraction sake ? All this I could have be- 
lieved and accepted a short time before, and yet 
HOW a strange revulsion of feeling had come over 
me, and I went away, well pleased that Hans had 
not seen nor claimed me. *' These vulgar games 
don't amuse you," said a voice at my side, and I 
tamed and saw the merchant who, at the break- 
fast'table, invited me to his counting-house. 

"Not that," said I; "but they seem strange 
and odd at a private entertainment. I was scarce 
prepared to see them here." 

" I suspect that is not exactly the reason," said 
he, laughing. " I know something of your En- 
glish tone of exclusiveness, and how each class of 
your people has its appropriate pleasures. You 
scorn to be amused in low company." 

"You seem to forget my own condition. Sir." 

" Come, come," said he with a knowing look, 
"I am not so easily imposed on, as I told you 
a while back. I know England. Your ways 
and notions are all known to me. It is not in 
the place you occupy here young lads are found 
who speak three or four languages, and have 
hands that show as few signs of labor as yours. 
Mind," said he, quickly, "1 don't want to know 
your secret." 

" If I had a secret it is scarcely likely I'd tell 

to a stranger," said I, haughtily. 
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Just 80 ; you'd know your man before yoa 
trusted him. Well, I'm more generous, and I'm 
going to trust you, whom I never saw till half an 
hour ago. " 

"Trust we/" 

"Trust you," repeated he, slowly. "And, 
first of all, what age would you give that young 
lady whose birthday we are celebrating ?" 

" Seventeen — eighteen — perhaps nineteen.** 

" I thought you'd say so ; she looks nineteen. 
Well, I can tell you her age to an hour. She la 
fifteen to-day:" 

"Fifteen!" 

" Not a day older, and yet she is the most fin- 
ished coquette in Europe. Having given Finme 
to understand that there is not a man here whose 
pretensions she would listen to, her whole aim. 
and object is to surround herself with admirers 
— I might say worshipers. Young fellows are 
fools enough to believe they have a chance of 
winning her favor, while each sees how con- 
temptuously she treats the other. They do not 
perceive it is the number of adorers she cares 
for." 

" But what is all this to me?" 

" Simply that you'll be enlisted in that corps 
to-morrow," said he, with a malicious laugh; 
" and I thought I'd do you a good turn to warn 
you as to what is in store for you." 

" Me ? / enlisted ! Why, just bethink you, 
Sir, who and what I am : the very lowest creat- 
ure in her father's employment." 

* * What does that signify ? There's a mystery 
about you. You are not — at least you were not 
— what you seem now. You have as ggod looks 
and better manners than the people usually about 
her. She can amuse herself with you, and so far 
harmlessly, that she can dismiss you when she's 
tired of you, and if she can only persuade you to 
believe yourself in love with her, and can store 
up a reasonable share of misery for yon in conse- 
quence, you'll make her nearer being happy than 
she has felt this many a day." 

"I don't understand all this," said I, donbt- 
ingly. 

"Well, you will one of these days; that is, 
unless you have the good sense to take my warn- 
ing in good part, and avoid her altogether." 

' ' It will be quite enough for me to bear in mind 
who she is, and what I am !" said I, calmly. 

' * You think so ? Well, I don't agree with yon. 
At all events, keep what I have said to yourself, 
even if you don't mean to profit by it. " And with 
this he left me. 

That strange education of mine, in which M. 
de Balzac figured as a chief instructor, made me 
reflect on what I had heard in a spirit little like 
that of an ordinary lad of sixteen years of age. 
Those wonderful stories, in which passion and 
emotion represent action, and where the great 
game of life is played out at a fireside or in a 
window recess, and where feeling and sentiment 
war and fight and win or lose — ^these same tales 
supplied me with wherewithal to understand this 
man's warnings, and at the same time to suspect 
his motives ; and from that moment my life be- 
came invested with new interests and new anx- 
ieties, and to my own heart I felt myself a hen 
of romance. 

As I sauntered on, revolving veiy pleaiul 
thoughts to myself, I came upon a parrjr wbo 
were picnicking under a tree. Some oT'lhjpBfr 
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graciously made a place for me, and I sat down 
and ate my dinner with them. They were very 
humble people all of them, but courteous and 
civil to my quality of stranger in a remarkable 
degree. Nor was I less struck by the delicate 
ferbearance they showed toward the host; for, 
while the servant pressed them to drink Bor- 
deaux and Champagne, they merely took the lit- 
tle wines of the country, perfectly content with 
simple fare and the courtesy that offered them 
better. 

When one of them asked me if I had ever seen 
a fSte of such magnificence in my own country, 
my mind went back to that costly entertainment 
of our villa, and Pauline came up before me, 
with her long dark eyelashes, and those lustrous 
eyes beaming with expression, and flashing with 
a* light that dazzled while it charmed. Coquetry 
has no such votaries as the young. Its arti- 
fices, its studied graces, its thousand rogueries, 
to them seem all that is most natural and most 
*' naive ;" and thus every toss of her dark curls, 
every little mock resentment of her beautiful 
mouth, every bend and motion of her supple fig- 
ure, rose to my mind, till I pictured her image 
before me, and thought I saw her. 

" What a hunt I have had after you, Heh* En- 
glander," said a servant, who came up to me all 
flushed and heated. "I have been over the 
whole park in search of you." 

" In search of me f Surely you mistake. " 

" No ; it is no mistake. I see no one here in 
a velvet jacket but yourself; and Herr Ignaz 
told me to find you and tell you that there is a 
place kept for you at his table, and they are at 
dinner now in the large tent before the terrace." 

I took leave of my friends, who rose respect- 
fully to make their adieux to the honored guest of 
the host, and I followed the servant to the house. 
I was not without my misgivings that the scene 
of the morning, with its unpleasant cross-examin- 
ation of me, might be repeated, and I even can- 
vassed myself how far I ought to submit to such 
liberties ; but the event was not to put my dig- 
nity to the test. I was received on terms of per- 
fect equality with those about me ; and, though 
the dinner had made some progress before I ar- 
rived, it was with much difficulty I could avoid 
being served with soup and all the earlier deli- 
cacies of the entertainment. 

I will not dwell on the dav that to recall seems 
more to me like a page out of a fairy tale than a 
little incident of daily life. I was, indeed, to all 
intents the enchanted piince of a story, who went 
about with the lovely princess on his arm, for I 
danced the mazurka with the Fraulein Sara, and 
was her partner several times during the even- 
ing, and finished the f§te with her in the cotillon, 
she declaring, in that calm quiet voice that did 
not seek to be unheard around, that I alone 
cotdd dance the waltz ii deux temps, and that I 
slid gently, and did not spring like a Fiumano, 
or bound like a French bagman — ^a praise that 
brought on me some very menacing looks from 
certain commis^voyageurs near me, and which I, 
confident in -my '' skill of fence," as insolently 
retiu*ned. 

"You are not to return to the Hof, Herr 
Ton Owen, to-morrow," said she, as we parted. 
"Yon are to wait on papa at his office at eleven 
o'clock." And there was a staid dignity in her 
words that spoke command ; but in styling me 



** vovL^ there was a whole world of recognition ; 
and I kissed her hand as I said good-night with 
all the deference of her slave, and all the devo- 
tion of one who already felt her power and de- 
lighted in it. 



CHAPTER XX. 

OUR INNER LIFE. 

Let me open this chapter with an a|»ology, 
and I mean it not onlv to extend to errors of the 
past, but to whatever similar blunders I may 
commit hereafter. What I desire to ask pardon 
for is this : I find in this attempt of mine to jot 
down a portion of my life that 1 have laid a most 
disproportionate stress on some passages the most 
insignificant and unimportant. Thus, in my last 
chapter, I have dwelt unreasonably on the nar- 
rative of one day's pleasure, while it may be that 
a month, or several months, shall pass over with 
scarcely mention. For this fault — and I do not 
attempt to deny it is a fault — I have but one ex- 
cuse. It is this: my desire has been to place 
before my reader the events, small as they might 
be, that influenced my life and decided my des- 
tiny. Had I not gone to this fete, for instance ; 
had I taken my holiday in some quiet ramble into 
the hills^fone; or liad I passed it — as I have 
passed scores of happy hours — in the solitude of 
my own room, how different might have been 
my fate ! * 

We all of us know how small and apparently 
insignificant are the events by which the course 
of our lives is shapen. A look we catch at part- 
ing — a word spoken that might have passed un- 
heard — a pressure of the hand that might or 
might not have been felt, and straightway all our 
sailing orders are revoked, and instead of north 
we go south. Bearing this in mind, my reader 
will perhaps forgive me, and at least bethink him 
that these things are not done by me through in- 
advertence, but of intention and with forethought. 

" So we are about to part," said Hanserl to 
me as I awoke and found my old companion at 
my bedside. "You're the twenty-fifth that has 
left me," said he, mournfully. " But look to it, 
Knabe; chan^ is not always betterment." 

" It was none of my doing, Hanserl ; none of 
my seeking." 

"If you had worn the gray jacket you wear 
on Sundays there would have been none of this, 
ladf I have seen double as many years in the 
yard as you have been in the world, and none 
have ever seen me at the master's table or waltz- 
ing with the master's daughter." 

I could not help smiling in spite of myself at 
the thought of such a spectacle. 

" Nor is there need to laugh because I speak 
of dancing," said he, quickly. "They could 
tell you up in Kleptowitz there are worse per- 
formers than Hans Sponer ; and if he is not an 
Englishman, he is an honest Austrian !" This 
he said with a sort of defiance, as if he expected 
a reply. 

"I have told you already, Hans," said I, sooth- 
ingly, " that it was none of my seeking if I am to 
be transferred from the yard. I was very happy 
there — very happy to be with you. We were 
'good comrades in the past, as I hope we may be 
good friends in the future." 

"That can scarcely be," said he^ aorrowfull^. 



48 



THAT BOY OF NORCOTTU 



The damages in this suit against Sir Koger Nor- 
cott have been fixed at eight thoasand five hun- 
dred pounds. " 

From these lines I could not turn my eyes. 
They revealed nothing, it is true, but what I 
knew well must happen ; but there in that in a 
confirmation of a fact brought suddenly before 
us that always awakens deep reflection ; and now 
I brought up before my mind my poor mother, 
deserted and forsaken, and my father, ruined in 
character, and, perhaps, in fortune. 

I had made rei)eatcd attempts to find out my 
mother's address, but all my letters had failed to 
reach her. Could there be any chance of dis- 
coveiing her through this suit ? Was it possible 
that she might have intervened in any way in it ? 
And, last of all, would this lawyer, whose name 
appeared in the proceedings, take compassion on 
my unha])py condition, and aid me to discover 
where my mother was? I meditated long over 
all this, and I ended by convincing myself that 
tliere arc few pco]>le in tlic world who are not 
well pleased to do a kind thing which costs little 
in the doing; and so I resolved I would write to 
Mr. Spanks, and address him at the court he 
practiced in. I could not help feeling that it 
was at a mere straw I was grasping ; but nothing 
more tangil)lo lay within my reach. I wrote 
thus: 

** Sir, — I am the son and only chUd of Sir 
Roger and Lady Norcott ; and seeing that you 
have lately conducted a suit against my father, I 
ask you, as a great favor, to let me know where 
mv mother is now living, that I may write to her. 
I know that I am taking a great liberty in ob- 
truding this request upon you ; but I am very 
friendless, and very little versed in worldly knowl- 
edge. Will you let both these deficiencies plead 
for me ? and let me sign myself, 

" Your grateful servant, 

"DiGBY Norcott. 

** You can address me at the house of Ilodnig 
and Oppovich, Eiume, Austria, where I am liv- 
ing as a clerk, and under the name of Digby 
Owen — Owen being the name of my mother's 
fiamily." 

I was not very well pleased with the composi- 
tion of this letter ; but it had one recommenda- 
tion, which I chiefly sought for — ^it was short, 
and for this reason 1 hoped it might be favorably 
received. I read it over and over, each time see- 
ing some new fault, or some omission to correct ; 
and then I would turn again to the newspaper, 
and ponder over the few words that meant so 
much and yet revealed so little. How my mo- 
ther's position would be afifected — if at all — by 
this decision I could not tell. Indeed, it was the 
mere accident of hearing divorce discussed at my 
father's table that enabled me to know what the 
terms of the law implied. And thus I turned 
from my letter to the newspaper, and back again 
from the newspaper to my letter, so engrossed by 
the theme that I forgot where I was, and utterly 
forgot all about that difficult task Herr Ulrich had 
set me. Intense thought and weariness of mind, 
aided by the unbroken stillness of the place, made 
me heavy and drowsy. From poring over the 
paper I gradually bent down till my head rested 
on it, and I fell sound asleep. 

I must have passed hours thus, for it was al- 



ready evening when T awoke. Herr Ulricli was 
about to leave the office, and had his hat on, u 
he aroused me. 

'' It is supper-time, jH^ungnter," said he, laying 
his hand on my shoulder. *' Yes, you may well 
wonder where you are. What are you looking 
for?" 

*' I thought. Sir, I had written a letter jnst be- 
fore I fell asleep. I was writing here." And I 
turned over the papers and shook them, tossing 
them wildly about, to discover the letter, bat in 
vain. It was not there. Could it have been 
that I had merely composed it in my mind, 
and never have committed it to paper? but 
that could scarcely be, seeing how -fi'esh in my 
memory were all the doubts and hesitations that 
had beset me. 

** I am sure I wrote a letter here," said I, try- 
ing to recall each circumstance in my mind. 

" When you have finished dreaming, lad, I 
will lock the door," said he, waiting to see me 
pass out. 

"Forgive me; one moment. Sir, only one," 
cried I, wildly scattering the papers over the ta- 
ble. '* It is of consequence to me — what I have 
written." 

"That is if you have written any thing," said 
he, dryly. 

The grave tone of this doubt determined the 
conflict in my mind. 

"I suppose you are right," said I, "it was 
a dream. And I arose and fc^owed lum 
out. 

As I reached the foot of the stairs I came sud- 
denly on Herr Ignaz and his daughter. It was 
a common thing for her to come and accompany 
him home at the end of the day's work, and as 
latterly he had become much broken and very 
feeble, she scarcely missed a day in this atten- 
tion. "Oh, here he is," I heard her say as I 
came up. What he replied I could not catch, 
but it was with some earnestness she rejoined : 

** Herr von Owen, my father wishes to say 
that they have mistaken his instructions regard- 
ing you in the office. He never expected you 
could at once possess yourself of all the detuls 
of a varied business ; he meant that yon shoold 
go about and see what branch yon would like to 
attach yourself to, and to do this he will give 
you ample time. Take a week; take two; a 
month, if yon like.'' And she made a little ges- 
ture of friendly adieu with her hand, and passed 
on. 



CHAPTER XXU. 

UNWI8HED-FOR PROMOTIOeT. 

The morning after this brief intimation I at- 
tached myself to that depaiiment of the house 
whose business was to receive and reply to tele- 
graphic messages. I took that group of countries 
whose languages I knew, and addressed myself 
to my task in right earnest. An occaintion 
whose chief feature is emergency will always 
possess a certain interest, but beyond this there 
was not any thing attractive in my present pur- 
suit. A peremptory message to sell this, or bay 
that, to push on vigorously with a certain enter- . 
prise, or to suspend all action in another, would j 
perhaps form the staple of a day's woi^. WhoA j 
disasters occurred, too, it was their nuniBtuy M 
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feature alone was recorded. The fire that con- 
Bumed a warehoase was told with reference to 
the amount insured ; the shipwreck was related 
by incidents that bore on the lost cargo, and the 
damage inctured. Still, it was less monotonous 
than the work of the office, and I had a certain 
])ride in converting the messages — sometimes 
partly, sometimes totally unintelligible — into lan- 
guage that could be understood, that imparted a 
fair share of ambition to my labor. 

My duty was to present myself, with my book 
in which I had entered the dispatches, each even- 
ing, at supper-time, at Herr Ignaz's house. He 
would be at table with his daughter when I ar- 
lived, a'nd the interview would pass somewhat in 
this wise : Herr Oppovich would take the book 
from my hands without a word, or even a look 
at me, and the Fraulein, with a gentle bend of 
the head, but without the faintest show of more 
intimate greeting, would acknowledge me. She 
would continue to eat as I stood there, as un- 
mindful of me as though I were a servant. Hav- 
ing scanned the book over, he would hand it 
across to his daughter, and then would ensue a 
few words in a whisper, after which the Fraulein 
would write opposite each message some word 
of reply or of comment, such as, ** Already pro- 
vided for," "Further details wanted," "Too 
late," or such like; but never more than a few 
words, and these she would write freely, and only 
consulting herself. The old man — whose mem- 
ory failed him more and more every day, and 
whose general debility grew rapidly — did no more 
than glance at the answers and nod an accept- 
ance of them. In giving the book back to me 
she rarely looked up, but if she did so, and if 
her eyes met mine, their expression was cold and 
almost defiant ; and thus, with a slight bend of 
the head, I would be dismissed. 

Nor was this reception the less chilling that, 
before I had well closed the door, they would be 
in full conversation again, showing that my pres- 
ence it was which had inspired the constraint and 
reserve. These, it might be thought, were not 
yery proud nor blissful moments to me ; and yet 
they formed the happiest incident of my day, and 
I actually longed for the hour, as might a lover 
to meet his mistress. To gaze at wiU upon her 
pale and beautiful face, to watch the sunlight as 
it played upon her golden hair, which she wore 
— ^in some fashion, perhaps, peculiar to her race 
— ^in heavy masses of curls that fell over her back 
and shoulders ; her hand, too, a model of sym- 
metry, and with the fingers rose-tipped, like the 
goddesses of Homer, ai&cted me as a spell ; and 
I have stood there unconsciously staring at it till 
warned by a second admonition to retire. 

Perhaps the solitude in which I lived hdped 
to make me dwell more thoughtfully on this daily- 
recurring interview ; for I went nowhere, I asso- 
ciated with no one, I dined alone, and my one 
brisk walk for health and exercise I tookl&y my- 
self. When evening came, and the other clerks 
frequented the theatre, I went home to read, Sr 
as often to sit and think. 

"Sara tells me," said the old man one day, 
when some rare chance had brought him to my 
office — " Sara tells me that yon are sufiering from 
OTer-confinement. She thinks you look pale and 
worn, and that this constant work is telling on 
you.** 

''Far from it, Sir. I am both well and hap- 

D 



py ; and if I needed to be made happier, t^^ 
thoughtful kindness would make me so." 

"Yes; she is very kind, and very thoughtful, 
too; but, as well as these, she is despotic," said 
he, with a foint laugh ; " and so she has decided 
that you are to exchange with M. Marsac, who 
will be here by Saturday, and who will put you 
up to all the details of his walk. He buys our 
timber for us in Hungary and Transylvania ; and 
he, too, will enjoy a little rest from constant 
travel." 

' * I don't speak Hungarian, Sir, " began I, eager 
to offer an opposition to the plan. 

"Sara says you are a quick learner, and will 
soon acquire it — at least, enough for traffic." 

" It is a business, too, that I suspect requires 
much insight into the people and their ways." 

" You can't learn them younger, lad ; and, as 
all those we deal with are old clients of the house, 
ycii will not be much exposed to rogueries." 

'* But if I make mistakes. Sir? If I involve 
you in difficulty and in loss ?" 

" You'll repay it by zeal, lad, and by devotion, 
as we have seen you do here." 

He waved his hand in adieu, and left me to 
my own thoughts. Very sad thoughts they were, 
as they told me of separation from her that gave 
the whole charm to mv life. Sara's manner to 
me had been so markedly cold and distant for 
some time past, so unlike what it had been at 
first, that I could not help feeling that, by order- 
ing me away, some evidence of displeasure was 
to be detected. The old man I at once excul- 
pated, for every day showed him less and less 
alive to the business of "the House;" though, 
from habit, he persisted in coming down every 
morning to the office, and believed himself the 
guide and director of all that went on there. 

I puzzled myself long to think what I could 
have done to forfeit her favor. I had never in 
the slightest degree passed that boundary of def- 
erence that I was told she liked to exact from all 
in the service of 'the house. I had neglected no 
duty, nor, having no intimates or associates, had 
I given opportunity to report of me that I had 
said this or that of my employers. I scrutinized 
every act of my daily life, and suggested every 
possible and impossible cause for this coldness; 
but without approaching a reason at all probable. 
While I thus doubted and disputed with myself 
the evening dispatches arrived, and among them 
a letter addressed to myself. It bore the post- 
mark of the town alone, with this superscription, 
"Digby Owen, Esq., at Messrs. Oppovich's, Fi« 
ume." I tore it open, and read : 

" The address you wish for is, * Lady NorcotI, 
Sunday's Well, Cork, Ireland.'" 

The writing looked an English hand, and the 
language was English. There was no date, nor 
any signature. Could it have been, then, that I 
had folded, and sealed, and sent on my letter- 
that letter I believed I had never written — ^with- 
out knowing it, and that the lawyer had sent me 
this reply, which, though long delayed, migfat 
have been postponed till he had obtained the 
tidings it conveyed? At all events, I had got 
my dear mother's address — at least, I hoped so. 
This point I resolved to ascertain at once, and 
sat down to write to her. It was a very.flurried 
note I composed, though I did my very best to 
be collected. I told her how and where I was, 
and by what accident of fortune I had come hete^ 
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^cl had reasonable hopes of advancement, and, 
ereo now, had a salary which was larger than I 
needed. I was afraid to say much of what I 
wished to tell her, till I was sure my letter would 
reach her ; and I entreated her to write to me by 
return of post, were it but a line. I need not say 
how many lores I sent her, nor what longings to 
be again beside her, to hold her hand, and hear 
her voice, and call her by that dearest of all the 
names affection cherishes. ''I am going from 
this in a few days into Hungary, " added I ; ' * but 
address me here, and it shall be sent after me." 

When I had finished my letter I again turned 
my thoughts to this strange communication, so 
abrupt and so short. How came it to Flume, 
too ? Was it enclosed in some other letter, and 
to whom ? If posted in Fiume, why not written 
there ? Ay ; but by whom ? Who could know 
that I had wished for my mother's address ? It 
was a secret buried in my own heart. 

I suddenly determined I would ask the Frau- 
lein Sara to aid me in unraveling this mystery, 
which, of course, I could do without disclosing 
the contents of the note. I hurried off to the 
house, and asked if she would permit me to speak 
to her. 

" Yes. The Fraulein was going out ; but, if 
my business was brief, she would see me. " 

She was in bonnet and shawl as I entered, and 
stood with one hand on a table, looking, very 
calm, but somewhat haughty. 

*'I beg your pardon, M. Owen," said she, "if 
I say that I can only give yon a few minutes, and 
will not ask you even to sit down. If it be a 
matter of the office — " 

"No, mademoiselle, it is not a matter of the 
office." 

" Then, if it relate to your change of occupa- 
tion—" 

"No, mademoiselle, not even to that. It is a 
purely personal question. I have got a letter, 
with a Fiume pdst-mark on it, but without the 
^writer's name ; and I am curious to know if you 
could aid me to discover him. Would you look 
at the hand, and see if it be known to you ?" 

" Pray excuse me, M. Owen. I am the stu- 
pidest of all people in reading riddles or solving 
difficulties. All the help I can give you is to say 
how I treat anonymous letters myself. If they 
be simply insults, I bum them. If they relate 
what appear to be matters of fact, I wait and 
watch for theoL" 

Offended by. the whole tone of her manner, I 
bowed and moved toward the door. 

" Have you seen M. Marsac ? I hear he has 
arrived." 

" No, mademoiselle ; not yet." 

"When you have conferred and consulted with 
him your instructions are all prepared ; and I sup- 
pose you are ready to start ?" 

" I shall be, mademoiselle, when called upon." 

**I will say good-by, then," said she, advanc- 
ing one step toward me, evidently intending to 
offer me her hand ; but I replied by a low, very 
low, bow, and retired. 

I thought I should choke as I went down the 
stairs. My throat seemed to swell, and then to 
close ap ; and when I gained the shelter of the 
thick trees I threw myself down on my face in 
the. grass, and sobbed as if my heart was break- 
ing. How I vowed and swore that I would tear 
every recoUection of her from my mind, and 



never think more of her, and how her image 
ever came back clearer and brighter and more 
beautiful before me after each oath ! 
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CHAPTER XXin. 

THB MAN WHO TRATELED FOR OUR HOUSE. 

As I sat brooding over my fire that same even- 
ing my door was suddenly opened, and a large 
burly man, looming even larger from an im- 
mense fur pelisse that he wore, entered. His 
first care was to divest himself of a tall Astrakhan 
cap, from which he flung off some snow-flakes, 
and then to throw off his pelisse, stamping the 
snow from his great boots, which reached half- 
way up the thigh. 

" You see," cried he at last; with a jovial air, 

you see I come, like a good comrade, and 
make myself at home at once." 

" I certainly see so much," said I, dryly ; " but 
whom have I the honor to receive ?" 

" You have the honor to receive Gustave Mau- 
rice de Marsac, young man, a gentleman of Dau- 
phin^, who now masquerades in the character of 
first traveler for the respectable house of Hpdnig 
and Oppovich." 

"I am proud to make your acquaintance, M. 
de Marsac," said I, offering my hand. 

" What age are you ?" cried he, staring fixedly 
at me. ' * You can't be twenty ?" 

" No, I am not twenty." 

"And they purpose to send you down to re- 
place me /" cried he ; and he threw himself back 
in his chair, and shook with laughter. 

' ^ I see all the presumption ; but I can only- 
say it was none of my doing." 

" No, no ; don't say presumption," said he, in 
a half-coaxing tone. "But 1 may say it, with- 
out vanity ; it is not every man's gift to be able 
to succeed Gustave de Marsac. May I ask for 
a cigar ? Thanks. A real Cuban 1 verily be- 
lieve. I finished my tobacco two posts from 
this, and have been smoking all the samples — 
pepper and hemp-seed among them — since then.'* 

"May I offer you something to eat?" 

"You may if you accompany it with some- 
thing to drink. Would you believe it, Oppovich 
and his daughter were at supper when I arrived 
to report myself and neither of them as much as 
said, Chevalier — I mean Mon. de Marsac — won't 
you do us the honor to join us ? No. Old Ignaz 
went on with his meal^-cold veal and a potato 
salad, I think it was ; and the fair Sara exam- 
ined my posting-book to see I had made no de- 
lay on the road ; but neither offered me even the 
courtesy of a glass of wine. " 

" I don't suspect it was from any want of hos- 
pitality," I began- .; 

"An utter want of every thing, mon cher. 
Want of decency; want of delicacy; want of 
due deference to a man of birth and blood. I 
tee yon are sending your servant out. Now, I 
beg, don't make a stranger — don't make what 
we call a * Prince Rnsse' of me. A little quiet 
supper, and something to wash it down ; good 
fellowship will do the rest. May I give your 
man the orders ?'* 

" You will confer a great favor on me," said I. 

He to^ my servant apart, and- whispered a 
few minutes with him at the window. *' Try 
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>mitz first," said he aload, as the man was 
leaTlng; *^and mind you say M. Marsac sent 
yjH^ Smart ' biirsche' you've got there. If you 
ifl^ take him with you hand him over to me." 
""I will do so," said I; "and am happy to 
have secured him a good master." 

" You'll not know him when yon pass through 
flame again. I believe there's not my equal in 
Europe to drill a servant. Give^me a Chinese, 
an Esquimaux ; give me a Hottentot, and in six 
i?onths you shall see him announce a visitor, de- 
liver & letter, wait at table, or serve coffee, with 
Uie quiet dignity and the impassive steadiness of 
the most accomplished lackey. The three serv- 
ants of Flume were made by me, and their fbr- 
tanes also. One has now the chief restaurant at 
Rome, in the Piazza di Spagna; the other is 
manager of the * Iron CroA\Ti Hotel,' at Zurich ; 
he wished to have called it the ' Arms of Marsac,' 
but I forbade him. I said, * No, Pierre, no. The 
De Marsacs are now traveling incog.' Like the 
Tavanes and the Rohans, we have to wait and 
bide our time. Louis Napoleon is not immortal. 
Do you think he is ?" 

**I have no reason to think so." 

'* Well, weU, you are too young to take inter- 
est in politics ; not but that / did at fourteen : I 
conspired at fourteen ! I will show you a stilet- 
to Mazzini gave me on my birthday, and the 
motto on the blade was, *Au service du Roi.' 
Ah, you are surprised at what I tell you. I hear 
you say to yourself, * How the devil did he come 
to this place ? what led him to Fiume ?' A long 
story thia,t ; a story poor old Dumas would give 
one of his eyes for. There's more adventure, 
more scrapes by villainy, dangers, and death- 
blows generally, in the last twenty-two years of 
my life — ^I am now thirty-six — than in all the 
Idonte Christos that ever were written. I will 
take the liberty t9 put another log on your fire. 
What do you say if we lay the cloth ? It will 
expedite matters a little." 

" Witl^all my heart. Here are all my house- 
hold goods," said I, opening a little press in the 
walL 

* ' And not to be despised, by any means. Show 
me what a man drinks out of, and I'll tell you 
what he drinks. When a man has got thin glass- 
es, like these — ^Jt la Mousseline, as we say — his 
tipple is Bordeaux." 

** I confees the weakness," said I, laughing. 

"It is my own infirmity, too," said he, sigh- 
ing. "My theory is, plurality of wines is as 
much a mistake as plurality of wives. Coquette, 
if yon will, with fif^, but give your affections to 
one. If I am any thing, I am moral. What 
can keep your fellow so long? I gave him but 
two conmiissions." 

" Perhaps the shops were closed at this hour." 

"If they were, Sir," said he, pompously, "at 
the word Marsac they would open. Ha, what 
do I see here — a piano? Am I at liberty to 
open it?" And withont wuting for a replpr he 
sat down, and ran his hands over the keys with a 
masterly &cility. As he flew over the octaves, 
and struck chords of splendid harmony I could 
not hdp feeling an amount of credit m all his 
boastful declarations just from this one trait of 
real power about him. 

*'I see you are a rare musician," said I. 

**Aiid it is what I know least," said he;. 
'* thong^ Flotow said one day, 'If that rascal De 



Marsac takes to writing operas III never com- 
pose another.' But here comes the supper;" 
and as he spoke my servant entered, with a small 
basket with six bottles in it, two waiters follow- 
ing him, bearing a good^ized tin box, with a 
charcoal fire beneath. 

"Well and perfiectly done!" exclaimed my 
guest, as he aided them to place the soup on theu 
table, and to dispose some hors d'oeuvre of an- 
chovies, caviare, ham, and fresh butter on the 
board. " I am sorry we have no flowers. I love 
a bouquet. A few camellias for color, and some 
violets for smell. They relieve the grossness of 
the material enjoyments ; they poetize the meal ; 
and if you have no women at table, mon cher, be 
sure to have flowers : not that I object to both 
together. There, now, is our little bill of fare — 
a white soup, a deviled mackerel, some truffles 
with butter, and a capon with stewed mush- 
rooms. Oysters they had not, not even those 
native shrimps they call scampi ; but the wine 
will compensate for much : the wine is Roediger ; 
Champagne, with a faint suspicion of dryness. 
And as he has brought ice well attack that 
Bordeaux you spoke of till it be cool enough for 
drinking." 

As he rattled on thus it was not very easy 
for me to assure myself whether I was host or 
guest ; but as I saw that this consideration did 
not distress kirn, I resolved it should not weigh 
heavily on me. 

"I ordered a * compote' of peaches with mar- 
aschino. Gro after them and say it has been for^ 
gotten." And now, as he dismissed my servant 
on this errand, he sat down and served the soup, 
doing the honors of the board in all form. ' ' Yon 
are called — " 

" Digby is my Christian name," interrupted I, 
"and you can call me by it." 

"Digby, I drink to your health; and if the 
wine had been only a little warmer, I'd say I 
could not wish to do so in a more generous fluid. 
No fellow of your age, however, knows how to 
air his Bordeaux ; hot flannels to the carafle be- 
fore decanting are all that is necessary, and let 
your glasses also be slightly warmed. To sip 
such claret as this, and then turn one's eyes to 
that Champagne yonder in the ice-pail, is like 
the sensation of a man whd in his honey-moon 
fancies how happy he will be one of these days, 
* en secondes noces.' Don't you fbel a sense of 
triumphant enjoyment at this moment ? Is there 
not something at your heart that says, ' Hodnig 
and Oppovich, I despise you ? To the regions I 
soar in you can not come ! In the blue ether I 
have risen to, your very vision can not reach !' 
Eh, boy, tell me this." 

" No ; I don't think you have rightly meas- 
ured my feelings. On the whole, I rather sus- 
pect I bear a very good will to these same peo- 
ple who have enabled me to have these com- 
forts." 

"You pretend, then, to what they call grati- 
tude?" 

" I have that weakness.** 

"I could as soon believe in the heathen my- 
thology! I like the man who is kind to me 
while he is doing the kindness, and I could, if 
occasion served, be kind to him in turn ; but to 
say that I could retain such a memory of the 
service after years that it would renew in me 
the fhrst pleasant sensations it created, and ydHk 
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these sensations the good- will to requite them, 
is downright rubbish. You might as well tell 
me that I could get drunk simply by remember- 
ing the orgy I assisted at ten years ago." 

'* I protest against your sentiment and your 
logic too." 

"Then we won't dispute the matter. Well 
talk of something we can agree upon. Let us 
almae Sara.** 

'* If you do, you'll choose some other place to 
doit." 

" What, do you mean to tell me that you can 
stand the haughty airs and proud pretensions of 
the young Jewess ?" 

"I mean to tell yon that I know nothing of 
the Fraulein Oppovich but what is amiable and 
good." 

" What do I care for amiable and good ! I 
want a girl to be graceful, well-mannered, pleas- 
ing, lively to talk and eager to listen. There 
now, don t get purple about the cheeks and flash 
at me such fiery looks. Here's the Champagne, 
and we'll drink a bumper to her." 

" Take some other name for your toast, or 111 
fling your bottle out of the window." 

'* You will, will you?" said he, setting down 
his glass, and measuring me from head to foot. 

**I swear it." 

"I like that spirit, Digby: 111 be shot if I 
don't," said he, taking my hand, which I did 
not give very willingly. " You are just what 1 
was some fifteen or twenty years ago — warm, 
impulsive, and headstrong. It's the world — that 
vile old mill, the world — grinds that generous na- 
ture out of one ! I declare I don't believe that a 
spark of real trustfulness survives a man's first 
mustaches — and youre are very faint, very faint 
indeed ; there's a suspicion of smut on the upper 
lip, and some small capillary flourishes along 
your cheek. That wine is too sweet. I'll re- 
tarn to the Bordeaux. " 

'* I grieve to say I have no more than that 
bottle of it. It was some I bought when I was 
ill and threatened with ague." 

' ' What profanation ! any thing would be good 
enough for ague. It is in a man's days of vig- 
orous health he merits cherishing. Let us con- 
sole ourselves with Roediger. Now, boy," said 
he, as he cleared off a bumper from a large gob- 
let, " 111 give you some hints for your future, fer 
more precious than this wine, good as it is. Gus- 
tave de Marsac, like Homer's hero, can give gold 
for brass, and instead of wine he will give yon 
wisdom. First of all for a word of warning : 
don't fall in love with Sara. It's the popular er- 
ror down here to do so, but it's a cruel mistake, 
"^rhat fellow that has the hemp trade here — ^what's 
his name — the vulgar dog that wears mutton- 
chop whiskers, and fancies he's English because 
he gets his*coats from London ? Ill remember 
his name presently — ^he has all his life been pro- 
posing for Sara, and begging ofl^— as matters go 
well or ill with the House of Oppovich ; and as 
he is a shrewd fellow in business, all the young 
men here think they ought to ' go in' for Sara 
too." 

I should say here, that however distasteful to 
me this talk, and however willingly I would have 
repressed it, it was totally out of my power to 
arrest the flow of words which, with the force of 
a swollen torrent, came from him. He drank 
freely, too, large goblets of Champagne as he 



talked, and to this, I am obliged to own, I looked 
as my last hope of being rid of him. I placed 
every bottle 1 possessed on the table, and light- 
ing my cigar, resigned myself, with what pa- 
tience I could, to the result. 

'*Am I keeping you up, my dear Digby?" 
cried he, at last, after a burst of abuse on Fl- 
ume and all that it contained that lasted about 
half an hour. 

"I seldom sit up so late," was my cautions 
reply; "but I must own I have seldom such a 
good excuse." 

"You hit it, boy; that was well and truly 
spoken. As a talker, of the highest order of 
talk, I yield to no man in Europe. Do you re- 
member Duvergier saying in the Chambre, as 
an apology for being late, * I dined with De Mar- 
sac?^" 

** I can not say I remember that." 

" How could you j? You were an infant at the 
time." Away he went after this into reminis- 
cences of political life — how deep he was in that 
Spanish marriage question, and how it caused a 
breach — an irreparable breach — between Guizot 
and himself, when that woman, * * you know whom 
I mean, let out the secret to Bulwer. Of course, 
I ought not to have confided it to her. I know 
aU that as well as you can tell it me ; but who is 
wise, who is guarded, who is self-possessed at all 
times?" 

Not entirely trustful of what he was telling me, 
and little interested in it besides, I brought him 
back to Fiume, and to the business that was now 
about to be confided to me. 

"Ah, very true; you want your instructions. 
You shall have them, not that you'll need them 
long, mon cher. Six months — ^what am I say- 
ing ? — three will see it all up with Hodnig and 
Oppovich." 

" What do you mean ?" cried I, eagerly. 

"Just simply what I say." It was not very 
easy for me to follow him here, but I could gath- 
er, amidst a confiised mass of self-glorification, 
prediction, and lamentation over warnings disre- 
garded, and such like, that the great Jew house 
of " Nathanheimer" of Paris was the real head 
of the fii-m of Hodnig and OppoWch. ' * The Na- 
thanheimers own all Europe and a very consider- 
able share of America," burst he out. "You 
h'ear of a great wine-house at Xeres, or a great 
corn-merchant at Odessa, or a great tallow ex- 
porter at Riga. It's all Nathanheimer! If a 
man prospers and shows that he has skill in busi- 
ness, they'll stand by him, even to millions. If 
he blunders, they sweep him away, as I brush 
away that cork. There must be no failures with 
them. That's their oreed." 

He proceeded to explain how these great po- 
tentates of finance and trade had agencies in every 
great centre of Europe, who reported to them 
every thing that went on, who flourished, and 
who foundered ; how, when enterprises that prom- 
ised well presented themselves, Nathanheimer 
would advance any sum, no matter how great, 
that was wanted. If a country needed a rail- 
road, if a city required a boulevard, if a sea-port 
wanted a dock, they were ready to furnish each 
and all of them. The conditions, too, were never 
unfair, never ungenerous, but still they bargained 
always for something besides money. Ther de*- 
sired thst this man would aid such a project faere^ 
or oppose Uiat other there. Their interests 
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BO yarioas and wide-spread that they needed po- 
litical power every where, and they had it. 

One offense they never pardoned, never con- 
doned, which was any, the slightest, insubordina- 
tion among those they supported andmaintained. 
Marsac ran over a catalogue of those they had 
mined in London, Amsterdam, Paris, Frankfort, 
and Vienna, simply because they had attempted 
to emancipate themselves from the serfdom im- 
posed upon them. ' Let one of the subordinate 
firms branch out into an enterprise unauthorized 
by the great house, and straightway their accept- 
ances become dishonored and their credit assailed. 
In one word, he made it appear that from one 
end of Europe to the other the whole financial 
system was in the hands of a few crafty men of 
immense wealth, who unthroned dynasties and 
controlled the fate of nations with a word. 

He went on to show that Oppovich had some- 
how fsdlen into disgrace with these mighty pa- 
trons. *'Some say that he is too old and too 
feeble for business, and hands over to Sara de- 
tails that she is quite unequal to deal with ; some 
arer that he has speculated without sanction, and 
is intriguing with Greek democrats ; others de- 
clare that he has been merely unfortunate ; at all 
events his hour has struck. Mind my words, 
three months hence they'll not have Nathanhei- 
mer's agency in their house, and I suspect you'll 
see our friend Bettmeyer will succeed to that rich 
inheritance." 

Bambling on, now talking with a vagueness 
that savored of imbecility, now speaking with a 
parpose-like acuteness and power that brought 
conviction, he sat till daybreak, drinking freely 
all the time, and at last so overwhelming me with 
strange revelations that I was often at a loss to 
know whether it was he that was confounding 
me, or that I myself had lost all control of right 
reason and judgment. 

"You're dead beat, my poor fellow," said he 
at last, "and it's your own fault. You've been 
.drinking nothing but water these last two hours. 
GrO off to bed now, and leave me to finish this 
bottle. After that 111 have a plunge off the end 
of the mole, cold enough it will be, but no ice, 
and you'll find me here at ten o'clock with a 
break&st appetite that will astonish you." 

I took him at his word, and said ^ ' Qood-night. " 



CHAPTER XXrV. 

HT INSTRUCTIONS. 

Mt. friend did not keep his self-made appoint- 
ment with me at breakfast, nor did I see him 
for two days, when we met in the street. "I 
have gone over to the enemy," said he, " I have 
taken an engagement with Bettmeyer : six thou- 
sand florins and all expenses — silver florins, mon 
cfaer; and if you're wise," added he, in a whis- 
per, ** youll follow my lead. Shall I say a word 
for you?" I thanked him coldly, and declined 
the offer. 

"All right, stick to gratitude, and you*ll see 
where it will land you, " said he, gayly. ' * I've sent 
yoa half a dozen letters to friends of mine up yon- 
^«r," and he pointed toward the North. *' Youll 
^bd Hnnyadi an excellent fellow, and the count- 
MB charming ; don't make love to her, 'though, 
§n Tasflilo is a regular Othello. As for the Er- 



dodis, I only wish I was going there instead of 
you — such pheasants, such wonlen, such Tokay, 
their own vintage. Once you're down in Tran- 
sylvania, write me word whom you'd like to 
know. They're all dear fi-icnds of mine. By- 
the-way, don't make any blunder about that 
Hunyadi contract. The people here will want 
you to break it — don't on any account. It's the 
finest bargain ever was made ; splendid timber, 
magnificent bark, and the cuttings alone worth 
all the money." He rattled out this with his own 
headlong speed, and was gone before I well knew 
I had seen him. That evening I was ordered to 
I^err Oppovich 's house to receive my last instruc- 
tions. The old man was asleep on a sofa as I 
entered, and Sara seated at a table by the fire, 
■deeply engaged in accounts. 

"Sit down, Herr Owen" — she had ceased to 
call me Von Owen — "and I will speak to you 
in a minute." 

I was not impatient at the delay, for I had time 
to gaze at her silken hair, and her faultless pro- 
file, and the beautiful outline of her figure, as, 
leaning her head on her hand, she bent over the 
table. 

"I can not make this come right— are you 
clever at figures ?" asked she. 

" I can not say it is my gift, but I will do my 
best to aid you." And now we were seated side 
by side, poring over the same page, and as she 
had placed one taper finger next the column of 
figures I did so likewise, thinking far less of 
the arithmetic than of the chance of touching 
her hand with mine. 

"These figures are somewhat confusing," she 
said. "Let us begin at the top — fourteen hun- 
dred and six hundred make two thousand, and 
twelve hundred, three thousand two hundred— 
now is this a seven or a three ?" 

"I'd say a three." 

"I've called it a seven, because M. Marsac 
usually writes his sevens in this wav." 

"These are De Marsac's, then? asked I. 

"And why ' De,' may I ask?" said she, quick- 
ly ; "why not Marsac, as 1 called him?" 

" I took his name as he gave it me." 

" You know him, then ? Oh, I had forgotten 
— ^he called on you the night he came. Have 
you seen him since?" 

" Only passingly, in the street." 

"Had he time to tell you that he has been 
dismissed?" 

" Yes, he said he was now in Mr. Bettmeyer's 
ofiice." 

"Shall I tell you why?" she stopped, and her 
cheek became crimson, while her eyes sparkled 
with an angry fire that actually startled me; 
" but let us finish this. Where were we?" she 
now leaned her head down upon her hands, and 
seemed overcome by her emotion. When she 
looked up again her face was perfectly pale, and 
her eyes sad and wearifuL "I am afraid we 
shall wake him," said she, looking toward her 
father; "come into this room here. So this 
man has been talking of us ?" cried she, as soon 
as we had passed into the adjoining room, 
" Has be told you how he has requited all my 
father's kindness ? how he has repaid his trust- 
fulness and faith in him ? Speak freely if you 
wish me to regard you as a friend." 

"I would that you might, Fraulein. There 
is no name I would do so much to win.'* 
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Bat jovL are a gentleman, and with noble 
blood. Could you stoop to be the fnend of" — 
here she hesitated, and, after an effort, added, 
"a Jew?" 

"Try me, prove me," said I, stooping till my 
lips touched her hand. 

She did not withdraw her hand, but left it in 
mine, as I pressed it again and again to my 
lips. 

" He told you, then," said she, in a half whis- 
per, "that our house was on the brink of ruin ; 
that in a few weeks, or even less, my father would 
not face the exchange — did he not say this ?" 

** I will tell you aU," said I ; '* for 1 know you 
will forgive me when I repeat what will offend 
you to hear, but what it is safer you should hear." 
And, in the fewest words I could, I related what 
Marsac had told me of the house and its diffi- 
culties. When I came to that part which rep- 
resented Oppovich as the mere agent of the great 
Parisian banker — whose name I was not quite 
sure of — I faltered and hesitated. 

"Go on," said she, gently. "He told you 
that Baron Nathanheimer was about to withdraw 
his protection from us ?" 

I slightly bent my head in affirmation. • 

"But did he say why?" 

" Something there was of rash enterprise, of 
specnlation unauthorized — of — " 

'/Of an old man with failing facnlties," said 
she, in the same low tone ; " and of a young girl, 
little versed in business, but self-confident and 
presumptuous enough to think herself equal to 
supply his place. I have no doubt he was very 
fhuik on this head. He wrote to Baron Elias, 
who sent me his letter — the letter he wrote of us 
while eating our bread. It was not handsome 
of him — ^was it. Sir ?" 

I can give no idea, not the faintest, of the way 
she said these few words, nor of the ineffable 
Acom of her look, while her voice remained calm 
and gentle as ever. 

" No. It was not handsome." 

She nodded to me to proceed,, and I eontinned : 

" I have told you nearly every thing ; for of 
himself and his boastfiilness-^" 

" Oh ! do not tell me of that. I am in no 
laughing mood, and I would not like to hear of 
it What did he say of the Hunyadi affair ?" 

* * Nothing, or next to nothing. Ho.offered me 
letters of introduction to Count Hunyadi; but 
beyond that there was no mention of him." 

She arose as I said this, and walked slowly up 
und down the room. I saw she was deep" in 
bought, and was careful not to disturb or dis- 
tract her. At last she opened a writing-desk, 
and took out a roll of papers fastened by a tape. 

** These," said she, "you will take with you, 
and carefully read over. They are the records 
of a transaction that is now involving us in great 
tremble, and which may prove more than trou- 
ble. M. Marsac has been induced— how we 
shall not stop to inquire — to contract for the 
purchase of an extensive wood belonging to Graf 
Hunyadi; the price, half a million of francs. 
We delayed to ratify an agreement of such mo- 
ment until more fully assured of the value of 
the timber; and, while we deliberated on the 
choice of the person to send down to Hungary, 
we have received from our correspondent at Vi- 
enna certain bills for acceptance in payment of 
this purchase. Yon follow me, don't you ?" 



"Yes. As I understand it, the bargain was 
assumed to be ratified ?" 

"Just so." 

She paused ; and, after a slight struggle with 
herself, went on : 

" The contract, legally drawn up and complete 
in every way, was signed ; not, however, by my 
father, but by my brother. You have heard, 
perhaps, that I have a brother. Bad compan- 
ionship, and a yielding disposition, *have led him 
into evil, and for some years we have not seen 
him. Much misfortune has befallen him; but 
none greater, perhaps, than his meeting with 
Marsac; for,- though Adolf has done many 
things, he would not have gone thus far without 
the promptings of this bad man." 

" Was it his own name he wrote?" asked L 

"No. It was my father's !" anfl she faltered 
at the word ; and as she spoke it her head fell 
heavily forward, and she covered her face with 
her hands. 

She rallied however quickly, and went on : 
"We now know that the timber is not worth 
one-fourth of this large sum. Baron Elias him- 
self has seefi it, and declares that we have been 
duped or — ^worse. He insists that we rescind 
the contract, or accept all its consequences. 
The one is hopeless — the other ruin. Mean- 
while, the Baron suspends farther relations with 
us, and heavy acceptances of ours will soon 
press for payment. I must not go into this," 
said she, hurriedly. " You are very young to 
charge with such a mission; but I have great 
faith in your loyalty. You will not wrong our 
trust?" 

"That I will not." 

"You will go to Graf Hunyadi, and speak 
with him. If he be — ^as many of his country- 
men are — a man of high and generous feehng, 
he will not bring ruin upon us, when our only 
alternative would be to denounce our own. You 
are very young ; but you have habits of the world 
and society. Nay — ^I am not seeking to learn a 
secret ; but you know enough to make you com- 
panionable and acceptable, where any others 
in our employ would be inadmissible. At all 
events, you will soon see the sort of man we 
have to deal with, and you will report to me at 
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once. 

. "I am not to tell him how this signature has 

;been obtained ?" asked I, awaiting the reply. 

"That would be to denounce the contract at 
once !" cried she, as though this thought had for 
the first time struck her. " You know the pen- 
alty of a forgery here ? It is the galleys for life. 
He must be saved at all events. Don't you see," 
cried she, eagerly, " I can give you np instruc- 
tions! I have none to give. When I say, I 
trust you — ^I have told you alL" 

" Has Herr Ignaz not said how he would wish 
me to act?" 

' * My father knows nothing of it all I Nothing. 
You have seen him, and you know how little he 
is able now to cope with a difficulty. The very 
sense that his faculties are not what they were 
overcomes him, even to tears." 

Up to this she had spoken with a calm firm- 
ness that had lent a touch of almost sternness to 
her manner, but at the mention of her poor fa- 
ther's condition her courage gave way, and she 
turned away and hid her face, but her convulsed 
shoulders showed how her emotion was over- 
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COToing hsr I went toward her, and took her 
hand in both mj own. She left it to ms while 
I kissed it ag^n and again. 

"Oh, Sara," I whispered rather than spoke, 
"if you knew how devoted I am to you, if jou 
knew how willingly I wonM giro my Tery life 
for yon, yon would not think yonreetf fiiendleae 
at this honr. Yonr tmst in me has made me 
forget how lonely I am, and how humble — to 
fbrget all that soparal«a na, even to teUing that 
I love you. Give me one word — oidj one — of 
hope ; or, if not that, let your dear hand bat 
(me on mine, and I am yours forever." 

She never spoke, however, and . her cold fln* 
gen ntuiiad no praanue to mine. 



"I love yon; I iove yon!" I muttered, as I 
covered her hand with kisses. 

" There ! Do yon not hear ?" cried she, sud- 
denly. " My father is calHng me." 

"^ra,Saral Where is Sara ?" cried the old 
man, in a weak, reedy voice. 

"I am coming, dear fether," said she. " Good- 
by, Dig&r ; iwRamber that I trust yon 1" 

She waved mi a fhrewell, and, with a faint, 
sad smile, she moved away. As she reached 
the door, however, she turned, and, with a look 
of kindly meaning, said, "Trust yoa in all 
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ON THE ROAD IN CROATIA. 

I PASSED half the night that followed in writ- 
ing to my mother. It was a very long epistle, 
but, in my fear lest, like so many others, it should 
not ever reach her, it was less expansive and 



did not occur throughout, and yet it was Sara's 
image was before me as I wrote, and to connect 
my mother in interest for Sara was my upper- 
most thought. Without touching on details that 
might awaken pain, I told how 1 had been driv- 
en to attempt something for my own support, and 
had not failed. 

'*! am still," I wrote, "where I started, but 
in so far a different position that I am now well 
looked on and trusted, and at this moment about 
to set out on a mission of importance. If I should 
succeed in doing what I am charged with, it will 
go far to secure my future, and then, dearest mo- 
ther, I will go over to fetch you, for I will no 
longer live without you." 

I pictured the place I was living in, and its 
climate, as attractively as I was able, and said, 
what I verily believed, that I hoped never to 
leave it. Of my father I did not venture to 
speak, but I invited her, if the course of our 
correspondence should prove assured, to tell me 
freely all about her present condition, and where 
and how she was. 

"You will see, dear mother," said I, in con- 
clusion, "that I write in all the constraint of 
one who is not sure who may read him. Of the 
accident by which the address I now give this 
letter reached me I will tell when I write again. 
Meanwhile, though J shall not be here to receive 
it at once, write to me, to the care of Hodnig 
and Oppovich, and add, * to be forwarded.* " 

I inclosed a little photograph of the town, as 
seen from the bay, and though ill done and out 
of drawing, it stUl conveyed some notion of the 
pretty little spot with its mountain frame-work. 

I had it in my head to write another letter, 
and, indeed, made about a dozen attempts to 
begin it. It was to Pauline. Nothing but very 
boyishness could have ever conceived such a proj- 
ect, but I thought — it was very simple of me ! — 
I thought I owed it .to her, and to my own loyal- 
ty, to declare that my heart had wandered from 
Its firat allegiance, and fixed its devotion on an- 
other. I believed — ^I was young enough to be- 
lieve it — that I had .won her affections, and I 
felt it would be dishonorable in me to deceive 
her as to my own. I suppose I was essaying a 
task that would have puzzled a more consum- 
mate tactician than myself, for certainly nothing 
could be more palpable than my feilures; And 
though I tried, with all the ingenuity I possessed, 
to show that, in my altered fortunes, I could no 
longer presume to retain any hold on her affec- 
tions, somehow it would creep out that my heart 
had opened to a sentiment far deeper and more 
enthralling than that love which began in a polka 
and ended at the railway. 

I must own I am now grateful to my stupidi- 
ty and ineptness, which saved me from coinmit- 
ting this great blander, though, at the time, I 
mourned over my incapacity, and bewailed the 
dullness that destroyed every attempt I made to 
'x^press myself gracefully. J abandoned the task, 

'^g^, in despair, and set to work to pack up 



for my journey, I was to start at daybreak for 
Agram^ where some business would detain me a 
couple of days. Thence I was to proceed to a 
small frontier town in Hungaij, called Osto>-itz, 
on the Drave, where we owned a forest of oiik 
scrub, and which I was empowered to sell, if an 
advantageous offer could be had. If such should 



candid than I could have wished. Sara's n^^»not be forthcoming, my instructifns were to see 



what water-power existed in the neighborhood 
to work saw-mills, and to report fully on the 
price of labor, and the means of conveyance to 
the coast. If I mention these details, even pass- 
ingly, it is but to show the sort of work that was 
intrusted to me, and how naturally my pride was 
touched at feeling how great and important were 
the interests confided to my judgment. In my 
own esteem, at least, I was somebody. This 
sentiment, felt in the freshness of youth, is nev- 
er equaled by any thing one experiences of tri- 
umph in after-life, for none of our later successes 
come upon hearts joyous in the day-spring of 
existence, hopeful of all things, and, above all, 
hearts that have not been jan-ed by envy, and 
made discordant by ungenerous rivalry. 

There was an especial charm, too, in the 
thought that my life was no everyday common- 
place existence, but a strange serieirof ups and 
downs, changes and vicissitudes calling for con- 
tinual watchfulness, and no small amount of 
energy ; in a word, I was a hero to myself, and 
it is wonderful what a degree of interest can be 
imparted to life simply by that delusion. My 
business at Agram was soon dispatched. No 
news of the precarious condition of our "house" 
had reached this place, and I was treated with 
all the consideration due to the confidential agent 
of a great firm. I passed an evening in th^ so- 
ciety of the town, and was closely questioned, 
whether Carl Bettmeyer had got over his pas- 
for the Fraulein Sara ; or was she showing 
4^po8ition to look more favorably on his 
^^^ What fortune Oppovich could give 
his cM'ghter, and what sort of marriage he as- 
pired to for her, were all discussed. There was 
one point, however, all were agreed upon, that 
nothing could be done without the consent of the 
"Baron," as they distinctively called the great 
financier of Paris, whose sway, it appeared, ex- 
tended not only to questions of trade and money, 
but to every relation of domestic life. 

"They say," cried one, " that the Baron likes 
Bettmeyer, and has thrown some good things in 
his way of late." 

" He gave him a share in that new dock con- 
tract at Pola." .-w 

"And he meant toflkni him the directorship 
of the Viecovar line^ if u|)ver be made." • 

"Hell give him Sanittipovich for a wife," 
said a third; "and thiio.'^better speculation 
than them all. Two mSIid^ florins at least." 

"She's the richest heire^ili Croatia." 

"And doesn't she know it!" exclaimed an- 
other. "The last time I was np at Fiume, old 
Ignaz apologized for not presenting me to her, 
by saying, 'Yesterday was her reception-day; 
if you are here next Wednesday, 111 introduce 
you.'" 

"I thought it was only the nobles had the 
custom of reception-days. 

"Wealth is nobility, nowadays, and if Ignaz 
Oppovich was not a Jew he might have the best 
blood of Aufitxia for a &oTi-va-\&yi,^ 
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The discussion soon waxed warm as to wheth- 
er Jews did or did not aspire to marriage with 
CSiristians of rank — the majority opining to be- 
lieve that they placed title and station above 
even riches, and that no people had such an in- 
tense appreciation of the value of condition as 
the Hebrew. 

"That Frenchman who was Tiere the other 
day, Marsac, told me that the man who could 
get the Stephen Cross for old Oppovich, and the 
title of Chefvalier, would be sure of his daughter's 
Iiand in marriage. " 

"And does old Ignaz really care for such a 
thing?" 

"No, but the girl does; she's the haughtiest 
and the vainest damsel in the province. " 

It may be believed that I found it very hard 
to listen to such words as these in silence ; but it 
was of the last importance that I should not 
make what is called an ^clat, or bring the name 
of Oppovich needlessly forward for town talk and 
discussion : I therefore repressed my indignation, 
and appeared to take little interest in Sie con- 
versation. 

" You've seen the Fraulein, of course ?" askeff 
one of me. 

"To be sure he has, and has been permitted 
to kneel and kiss her hand on her birthday," 
broke in another. 

And while some declared that this was mere 
exaggeration and gossip, others averred that they 
had been present and witnessed this act of hom- 
age themselves. 

*^ What has this young gentleman seen of this 
hand kissing ?" said a lady ot the party, turning 
tome. ' 

"That it was always an honor conferred even 
more than a homage rendered. Madam," said I, 
stepping forward ai>d kissing her hand ; and a 
pleasant laughter greeted this mode of conclud- 
ing the controversy. 

" I have got a wager about you, " said a young 
man to me, ''and you alone can decide it. Are 
you or are you not from Upper Austria ?" 

"And are you a Jew ?" cried another. 

"If you'll promise to ask me no more ques- 
tions, I'll answer both of these — I am neither 
Jew nor Austrian. " 

It was not, however, so easy to escape my 
questioners ; but as their curiosity seemed curbed 
by no reserves of delicacy, I was left free to de- 
fend myself as best I might, and that I had not 
totally &iled, I gathered from hearing an old 
fellow whisper to another : 

" You'll get nothing out of him : if he's not a 
Jew by birth, he has lived long enough with them 
to keep his mind to himself. " 

Having finished all I had to do at Agram, I 
started for Ostovitz. I could find no purchaser 
for our wood, indeed every one had timber to 
fsell, and forests were offered me on all sides. 
It was just at that period in Austria when the 
nation was first waking to thoughts of industrial 
enterprise, and schemes of money-getting were 
rife eveiy where ; but such was the ignorance of 
the people, so little versed were they in affairs, 
that they imagined wealth was to pour down 
upon them for the wishing, and that Fortune 
asked of her votaries neither industry nor thrift. 

Perhaps I should not have been led into these 
reflections here if it were not that I had embodied 
tbem^ oreometbiDg very like them, in a dispatch 



I sent off to Sara — a dispatch on which I had 
expended all my care to make it a master-piece 
of fine writing and acute observation. I re- 
member how I expatiated on the disabilities of 
race, and how I dwelt apon the vices of those 
lethtfrgic temperaments of Eastern origin which 
seemed so wanting in all that energy and per- 
sistence which form the life of commerce. 

This laborious essay took me an entire day to 
write, but when I had posted it at* night I felt I 
had done a veiy grand thing, not only as an in- 
tellectual efibrt, but as a proof to the Fraulein 
how well I knew how to restrict myself within 
the limits of my duties ; for not a sentence, not 
a syllable, had escaped me throughout to recall 
thoughts of any thing but business. I had asked 
for certain instructions about Hungary, and on 
the third day came the following, in Lara's hand : 

" Herr Digby, — ^There is no mention in your 
esteemed letter of the 4th November of Kraus's 
acceptance, nor have you explained to what part 
of Heydager's contract Hanser now objects. 
Freights are still rising here, and it would be 
imprudent to engage in any operations that in- 
volve exportation. Gold is also rising, and the 
Bank discount goes daily higher. I am obliged 
to you for your interesting remarks on ethnolo- 
gy, though I am low-minded enough to own I 
could have read with more pleasure whether the 
floods in the Drave have interfered with the rafts, 
and also whether these late rains have damaged 
the newly-sown crops. 

**If you choose to see Pesth and Buda you 
will have time, for Count Hunyadi will not be at 
his ch&teau till nigh Christmas ; but it is im])ort- 
ant you should see him immediately on his ar-* 
rival, for his intendant writes to say that the 
Graf has invited a large paity of friends to pass 
the festival with him, and will not Wtend to any 
business matters while they remain. Prompti- 
tude will be therefore needful. I have nothing 
to add to your instructions already given. Al- 
though I nave not been able to consult my fa- 
ther, whose weakness is daily greater, I may say 
that you are empowered to nhake a compromise, 
if such should seem advisable ; and yoiu* drafts 
shall be duly honored, if, time pressing, you are 
not in a position to acquaint us with details. 

"The weather here is fine now. I passed 
yesterday at Abazzia, and the place was looking 
well. I believe the archduke will purchase it, 
and though sorry on some accounts, I shall be 
glad on the whole. 

"For Hodnig and Oppovich, 

" Sara Oppovich. 

" Of course if Count Hunyadi will not transact 
business on his arrival, you vdll have to await 
his convenience. Perhaps the interval could be 
profitably passed in Transylvania, where, it is 
said, the oak-bark is both cheap and good. See 
to this if opportunity serves. Bieli's book and 
maps are worth consulting." 

If I read this epistle once, I read it fifty times, 
but I will not pretend to say with what strange 
emotions. All the dry reference to business I 
could bear well enough, but the little passing 
sneer at what she called my ethnology piqued 
me painfully.* Why should she Ke.vft tftkA^^wsSsv 
, pains to teW m^ \3Ck«L\. w&\N\\w.^ ^-ax ^\^.xv^\.Nsssv^ 
\ itsd? to ga.m covJ\di\iW^ «a^\w\«t'5RX \w V^V\ 'ck^ 
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was it to say that these topics alone were what 
should be discussed between us ? Was it to re- 
call me to my station, to make me remember in 
what relation I stood to her, she wrote thus? 
These were not the natures I had read of in Bal- 
sac ! the creatures all passion, and soul, and sen- 
timent ; women whose atmosphere was positive 
enchantment, and whose least glance, or word, 
or gesture, would inflame the heart to veiy mad- 
ness ; and yet, was it not in Sara to become all 
this ? Were those deep lustrous eyes that look- 
ed away into space longingly, dreamfully, daz- 
ingly — were they meant to pore over wearisome 
columns of dry arithmetic, or not rather to give 
back in recognition what they had got in rapture, 
and to look as they were looked into ? 

Was it, as a Jewess, that my speculations about 
race had offended her ? had I expressed myself 
carelessly or ill ? I had often been struck by a 
smile she would give, not scornful, nor slight- 
ing, but something that seemed to say, ** These 
thoughts are not our thoughts, nor are these ways 
our ways;" but in her silent fashion she would 
make no remark, but be satisfied to shadow forth 
some half dissent by a mere trembling of the 
lip. 

She had passed a day at Abazzio — of course, 
alone — wandering about that delicious spot, and, 
doubtless, recalling memories, for any one of 
which T had given my life's-blood. And would 
she not bestow a word — one word — on these? 
Why not say, she as much as remembered me ; 
that it was there we first met ! Sure, so much 
might have been said, or at least hinted at, in 
all harmlessness ? I had done nothing, written 
nothing, to bring rebuke upon me. I had taken 
no libeity ; I had tried to make the diy detail 
of a business letter less wearisome by a little di- 
gression, not wholly out of Apropos ; that was all. 

Was this the Hebrew heart bent solely on 
gain ? And yet what grand things did the love 
of these women inspire in olden times, and what 
splendid natures were theirs! How true and 
devoted, how self-sacrificing! Sara's beautiful 
face, in all its calm loveliness, rose before me as 
I thought these things, and I felt that I loved her 
more than ever. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

IN HUNGARY. 

It Still wanted several weeks of Christmas, and 
so I hastened off to Pesth, and tried to acquire 
some little knowledge of Hungarian, and some 
acquaintance with the habits and ways of Hun- 
garian life. I am not sure that I made much 
in*ogres8 in any thing but the " Csardas" — the 
national dance — ^in which I soon became a pro- 
ficient. Its stately solenmity suddenly changing 
for a lively movement ; its warlike gestures and 
attitudes; its haughty tramp and defiant tone; 
and, last of all, its whirlvdnd impetuosity and 
passion — all emblems of the people who practice 
It— assessed a strange fascination for me ; and 
I never missed a night of those public balls where 
it was danced. 

Toward the middle of December, however, I 

bethought me of my mission, and set out for 

Gross Wardein^ which lay a long distance off, 

near the Transylv&nian frontier. I had pro- 

^ded myself with one of the wicker carriages of 



the country, and traveled post, usually having 
three horses harnessed abreast, or, where there 
was much up-hill, a team of five. 

I mention this, for I own that the exhilaration 
of speeding along at the stretching gallop of these 
splendid ^^juckers," tossing their wild manes 
madly, and ringing out their myriads of bells, was 
an ecstasy of delight almost maddening. Over 
and over, as the excited driver would urge his 
beast to greater speed by a wild, shrill cry, have 
I yelled out in concert with him, carried away 
by an intense excitement I could not master. 

On the second day of the journey we left the 
region of roads, and usually directed our course 
by some church spire or tower in the distance, 
or followed the bank of a river when not too de- 
vious. This headlong swoop across fields and 
prairies, dashing madly on in what seemed utter 
recklessness, was glorious fun; and when we 
came to cross the small bridges which span the 
streams, without rail or parapet at either side, 
and where the deviation of a few inches would 
have sent us headlong into the torrent beneath, 
I felt a degree of blended terror and delight such 
as one experiences in the mad excitement of a 
fox-hunt. 

On the third morning I discovered on awak- 
ing that a heavy fall of snow had occurred dur- 
ing the night, and we were forced to take ofi* our 
wheels and place the carriage on sledge-slides. 
This alone was wanting to make the enjoyment 
perfect, and our pace from this hour became 
positively steeple-chasing. Lying back in iny 
ample fur mantle, and my hands inclosed in a 
fur muff, I accepted the salutations of the vil- 
lagers as we swept along, or blandly raised my 
hand to my cap as some wearied guard would 
hurriedly turn out to present arms to a supposed 
** magnate;" for we were long out of the beat 
of usual travel, and rarely any but some high 
official of the state was seen to come ^^ extra 
post," as it is called, through these wild regions. 

Up to Izarous the country had been a plain, 
slightly, but very slightly, undulating. Here, 
however, we got among the mountains, and the 
charm of scenery was now added to the delight 
of the pace. On the fifth day I learned, and not 
without sincere regret, that we were within sev- 
en German miles — something over thirty of ours 
— from Gross Wardein, from which the Hunyadi 
Schloss only lay about fifty miles. 

Up to this I had been, to myself at least, a 
''Grand Seigneur," traveling lor his pleasure, 
careless of cost, and denying himself nothing ; 
splendid generosity, transmitted from each pos^U- 
ion to his successor, secured me the utmost speed 
his beasts could master, and the impetuous dash 
with which we spun into the arched doorways of 
the inns, routed the whole household, and not 
unfrequently summoned the guests themselves to 
witness the illustrious arrival A few hours more 
and the grand illusion would dissolve ! No more 
the wild stretching gallop, cutting the snow-drift ; 
no more the clear bells, ringing through the fW>sty 
air ; no more the eager l^dlord bustling to the 
carriage-side with his flagdft of heated wine ; no 
more that burning delight imparted by speed, a 
sense of power that actually intoxicates. Not 
one of these ! A few hours more and I should 
be Herr Owen, traveling for the house of Hodnig 
and Oppovich, banished to the company of bag* 
men, and redvxcedU) 8^ «t&x.\v&'N\x^ifi«^hflgteTQr Hm 
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has of picturesque or graceful is made matter for 
Tolgar sarcasm and ridicule. I know well, ye 
gentlemen who hold a station fixed and unassail- 
able will scarcely sympathize with me in all this ; 
bat the castle-builders of this world, and happily 
tfaey are a large class, will lend me all 'their pity 
— ^well aware that so long as imagination honors 
the drafts upon her, the poor man is never bank- 
rupt, and that it is only as illusions dissolve he 
sees his insolvency. 

I reached Gross Wardein to dinner, and passed 
the night there, essa)dng, but with no remarkable 
success, to learn something of Count Hunyadi, 
his habits, age, temper, and general demeanor. 
As my informants were his countrymen, I could 
only gather that his qualities were such as Hun- 
garians held in esteem. He was proud, brave, 
costly in his mode of life, splendidly hospitable, 
and a thorough sportsman. As to what he might 
prove in matters of business, if he would even 
stoop to entertain such at all, none could say — 
the very thought seemed to provoke a laugh. 

''I once attempted a deal with him," said an 
old farmer-like man at the fireside. ** I wanted 
to buy a team of * juckers' he drove into the yard 
here, and was rash enough to ofier five hundred 
florins for what he asked eight. He did not even 
Touchsafe me an answer, and almost drove over 
me the next day as I stood at the side of the gate 
there." 

''That was like Tassilo," said a Hungarian, 
with flashing eyes. 

* * He served you right, " jcried another. * * None 
but a Grerman would have ofiered him such a 
rudeness. " 

** Not but he's too ready with his heavy whip," 
muttered an old soldier-like fellow. *' He might 
chance to strike where no words would efi^ace the 
welt." 

Stories of Hunyadi's extravagance and eccen- 
tricity now poured in on all sides. How he had 
sold an estate to pay the cost of an imperial visit 
that lasted a week ; how he had driven a team 
oC four across the Danube on the second day of 
the frost, when a heavy man could have smashed 
the ice by a stamp of his foot ; how he had killed 
a boar in single combat, though it cost him three 
fingers of his left hand, and an awful flesh-wound 
in the side ; and numberless other feats of daring 
and recklessness were recorded by admiring nar- 
rators, who finished by a loud **Elyen" to his 
health. 

I am not sure that I went away to my bed feel- 
ing much encouraged at the success of my mis- 
sion, or very hopeful of what I should do with 
this magnate of Hungary. 

By daybreak I was again on the road. The 
journey led through a wild mountain pass, and 
was eminently interesting and picturesque ; but 
I was no longer so open to enjoyment as before, 
and serious thoughts of my mission now oppressed 
me, and I grew more nervous and afraid of fail- 
ure. If this haughty Graf were the man they 
represented him, it was just as likely he would 
refuse to listen to me at all ; nor was the fact a 
cheering one that my client was a Jew, since no- 
where is the race leps held in honor than in Hun- 

Ai^ day began to decline we issued forth into 
avast plain into which a mountain spur projected 
Uka a bold promontory into the sea. At the very 
t a riremi ry^ of this a large mass, wlych might be 



rock, seemed to stand out against the sky. 
"There, yonder," said the postillion, pointing to- 
ward it with his whip ; " that is Schloss HunyadL 
There's three hours good gallop yet before us." 

A cold snow-drift borne on a wind that at times 
brought us to a stand-still, or even drove us to 
seek shelter by the wayside, now set in, and I 
was fiain to roll myself in my furs and lie snugly 
down on the hay in the ** wagen," where I soon 
fell asleep; and though we had a change of 
horses, and I must have managed somehow to 
settle with the postillion and hand him his " trink 
geld" — I was conscious of nothing till awakened 
by the clanking sound of a great bell, when I 
started up and saw we had driven into a spacious 
court-yard, in which, at an immense fire, a num- 
ber of people were seated, while others bustled 
about harnessing or unharnessing horses. * * Here 
we are, Herr Graf!" cried my postillion, who 
called me Count in recognition of the handsome 
way I had treated his predecessor. "This is 
Schloss Hunyadi." 



CHAPTER XXVIL 

SCHLOSS HUNYADI. 

When I had made known my rank and qual- 
ity I was assigned a room — a very comfortable 
one — in one wing of the castle, and no more no- 
tice taken of me than if I had been a guest at an 
inn. The house was filled with visitors ; but the 
master, with some six or seven others, was away 
in Transylvania, boar-shooting. As it was sup- 
posed he would not return for eight or ten days, 
I had abundant time to look about me and leam 
something of the place and the people. 

Schloss Hunyadi dated from the fifteenth cen- 
tury, although now a single square tower was all 
that remained of the early building. Successive 
additions had been made in every imaginable 
taste and style, till the whole presented an enor- 
mous incongruous mass, in which fortress, farm- 
house, convent, and palace struggled for the mas- 
tery, size alone giving an air of dignity to what 
numberless faults would have condemned as an 
outrage on all architecture.^ 

If there was deformity and ugliness without, 
there was, however, ample comfort and space 
within. Above two hundred persons could be ac- 
commodated beneath the roof, and half as many 
more had been occasionally stowed away in the 
out-buildings. I made many attempts, but all un- 
successfully, to find out what number of servants 
the household consisted of. Several wore livery^ 
and many — especially such as waited on guests 
humble as myself — ^were dressed in blouse, with 
the crest of the house embroidered on the breast ; 
while a little army of retainers, in Jager costume, 
or in the picturesque dress of the peasantry, 
lounged about the court-yard, lending a hand to 
unharness or harness a team, to fetch a bucket 
of water, or strap down a beast, as some weaiy 
traveler would ride in, splashed and wayworn. 
If there seemed no order or discipline any where, 
there was Uttle confusion, and no ill-humor what- 
ever. All seemed ready to oblige, and the work 
of life, so far as I could see from my window, 
went on cheerfully and joyfully, if not ver^ tftSEr 
nlaxVy ot yi«^ 
\ li* tYiwft y?«>a xiwift Q^ ^•e^Xxassc^xo^-rkSici > w^'^ssa:^ 
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neatness that rises to elegance, which I had seen 
in my father s household, there was a lavish pro- 
fosion here, a boundless abundance, that, con- 
trasted with our mode of life, made us seem al- 
most mean and penurious. Guests came and 
went unceasingly, and, to all seeming, not known 
to any one. An unbounded hospitality awaited 
all comers, and of the party who supped and ca- 
roused to-night none remained on the morrow, 
nor, perhaps, even a name was remembered. 

It took me some days to learn this, and to 
know that there was nothing singular or strange 
in the position I occupied, living where none 
knew why or whence Ivcame, or even so much 
as cared to inquire my name or country. 

In the great hall, where we dined all together, 
tlie distinguished guests at one end of the table, 
the lesser notabilities lower down, and the menials 
last of all, there was ever a place reserved for 
sudden arrivals; and it was rare that the meal 
went over without some such. A hearty welcome 
and a cordial greeting were soon over, and the 
work of festivity went on as before. 

I was soon given to underetand that not only 
I might dispose of my time how I pleased, but 
that every appliance to do so agreeably was at 
my disposal, and that I might ride, or drive, or 
shoot, or sledge just as I &ncied. And though 
I was cautious to show that my personal preten- 
sions were of the very humblest, this fact seen^d 
no barrier whatever to my enjoyment of all these 
courteous civilities. 

"We're always glad when any one will nde 
the juckers, " said a jager to me ; " they are ruined 
for want of exercise, and if you like three mounts 
a day you shall have them. * 

It was a rare piece of good luck for me that I 
oould both ride and shoot. No two accomplish- 
ments could have stood me in such request as 
these, and I rose immensely in the esteem of 
those among whom I sat at table when they saw 
that I could sit* buck-jumper and shoot a wood- 
pigeon on the wing. 

While I thus won such humble suffrages there 
was a higher applause that my heart craved and 
longed for. As the company — some five-and- 
twenty or thirty persons — who dined at the upper 
table withdrew after dinner they passed into the 
dra\ring-rooms, and we saw them no more. Of 
the music and dancing, in which they passed the 
evening, we knew nothing ; and we, in our own 
way, had our revels, which certainly amply con- 
tented those who had no pretensions to higher 
company ; but this was precisely what I could 
'not, do what I might, divest myseLf of. Like one 
of the characters of my old favorite Balzac, I 
yearned to be once more in the "salon," and 
among "ces epaules blanches, "where the whole 
game of life is finer, where the parries are neat- 
er, and the thrusts more deadly. 

An accident gave me what all my ingenuity 
could not have effected. A groom of the cham- 
bers came suddenly one evening into the hall 
where we all sat to ask if any one there could 
play the new Csardas called the " Stephan." It 
was all the rage at Festh ; but no copy of it had 
yet reached the far east. I had learned this 
while at Pesth, and had the music with me; 
and, of course, offered my services at once. 
Scarcely permitted a moment to make some 
flight change ofdress, I found myself in a hand- 
aoiae salon with a numerous company. In my 



first confusion, I could mark little beyond the 
faet that most of the persons were in the nation- 
al costume, the ladies wearing the laced bodice, 
covered with precious stones, and the men in 
velvet coats, with massive turquoise buttons, 
the whole eflect being sometMng like that of a 
splendid scene in a theatre. 

" We are going to avail ourselves of your tal- 
ent at the piano, Sir," said the Countess Hun- 
yadi, approaching \rith a courteous smile. * * But 
let me first offer you some tea." 

Not knowing if fortune might ever repeat her 
present favor, I resolved to profit by the oppor- 
tunity to the utmost ; and while cautiously re- 
pressing all display, contrived to show that I 
was master of some three or four languages, and 
a person of education generally. 

"We are puzzled about your nationality, Sir,** 
said the Countess to me. "If not too gveat a 
liberty, may I ask your country ?" 

When I said England, the effect produced 
was almost magical A little murmur of some- 
thing I might even call applause ran through the 
room ; for I had mentioned the land of all Eu- 
rope dearest to the Hungarian heart, and I heard, 
"An Englishman! an Englishman!'* repeated 
from mouth to mouth, in accents of kindest 
meaning. 

"Why had I not presented myself before? 
Why had I not sent my name to the Countess ? 
Why not have made it known that I was here ?*' 
and so on, were asked eagerly of me, as though 
my mere nationality had invested me with some 
special claim to attention and regard. 

I had to own that my visit was a purely Busi- 
ness one; that I had come to see and confer 
with the Count ; and had not the very slightest 
pretension to expect the courtesies I was then 
receiving. 

My performance at the piano crowned my 
success. I played the "Csardas" \rith such 
spirit as an impassioned dancer alone can give 
to the measure he delights in, and two enthusi- 
astic encores rewarded my triumph. "Adolf, 
you must play now, for I know the Englishman 
is dying to have a dance,'* said the gay young 
Countess Palfi; "and I am quite ready to be 
his partner." And the next moment we were 
whirling along in all the mad mazes of the 
"Csardas." 

There is that amount of display in the danc- 
ing of the "Csardas" that not merely invites 
criticism, but actually compels an outspoken ad- 
miration whenever any thing like excellence ac- 
companies the performance. My partner was 
celebrated for the grace and beauty of her dan- 
cing, and for those innumerable mterpolationB 
which, fancy or caprice suggesting, she eoold 
throw into the measure. To meet and respond 
to these by appropriate gesture, to catch llie 
spirit of each mood, and be ready for eftdi 
change, was the task now assigned i\ie ; and I 
need not say with what passionate ardor I thiew 
myself into it. At one moment she would ad- 
vance in proud defiance ; and as I fell back in 
timid homage, she would turn and fiy off in the 
wild transport of a waltz movement. Then it 
was mine to pursue and overtake bar; and, 
clasping her, whirl away, till suddei^) with a 
bound, she would free herself, again to dramar 
tize some passing emotion, some mood of dtMf 
dejection, or oi msuii ua^ exx&xare»\ ^«^#Lt. Ifb^ ' 
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was clear that she was hent on trying the re- 
tfources of my ingenuity to the veiy last limit ; 
and the load plaadits that greeted my successes 
bad evidently put her pride on the mettle. I 
saw this, and saw, as I thought, that the contest 
had begun to pique ; so, taking the next oppor- 
tunity she gave me to touch her hand, I dropped 
on one knee, and kissing her fingers, declared 
myself vanquished. ^ 

A deafening cheer greeted this finale, and ac- 
con)panied us as I led my paitner to her seat. 

It is a fortunate thing for young natures that 
there is no amount of praise, no quantity of 
flattery, ever palls upon them. Cheir moral di- 
gestion is as great as their physical ; and even 
gluttony does not seem to hurt them. Of all 
the flattering speeches made me on my perform- 
ance, none were more cordially uttered than by 
ray beautiful partner, who declared that if I had 
but the Hungarian costume — where the clink of 
the spur and the jinglo^of the hussar equipment 
blend with the time — my "Csardas" was per- 
fection. 

Over and over again were regrets uttered that 
the Empress, who had seen the dance at Pesth 
done by timid and unimpassioned dancers, and 
who had, in consequence, carried away but a 
&int idea of its real captivation, could have wit- 
nessed our performance ; and some even began 
to plot how such a representation could be i)re- 
pared for her Majesty's next visit to Hungarv. 
While they thus talked supper was announced ; 
and as the company were marshaling themselves 
into the order to move forward, I took the op- 
portunity to slip away unnoticed to my room, 
well remembering that my presence there was 
the result of accident, and that nothing but a 
generous courtesy could regard me as a guest. 

I had not been many minutes in my room 
when I heard a footstep in the corridor. I 
turned the key. in my lock, and put out my 
light. 

"Herr Englanderl Herr Englander!" cried 
a servant's voice, as a sharp knocking shook the 
door. I made no reply, and he retreated. 

It was clear to me that an invitation had been 
sent after me ; and this thought filled the meas- 
ure of my self-gratulation, and I di*ew nigh my 
fire, to sit and weave the pleasantest fancies that 
had crossed my mind for muny a long day. 
^ I waited for some time, sitting by the fire-light, 
and then relit my lamp. I had a long letter to 
write to Mile. 8ara ; for up to then I had said 
nothing of my arrival, nor given any account of 
the iiSchloss Hunyadi. 

* Had my task been simply to record my life 
and my impressions of those around me at Hun- 
yadi, nothing could well have been much easier. 
My few days there had been actually crammed 
with those small and pleasant incidents which tell 
well in gossiping correspondence. It was all, too, ! 
so strange, so novel, so picturesque, that, to make 
an efiective tableau of such a life, was merely toy 
draw on memory. | 

There was a barbaric grandeur, on the whole, 
in the vast building ; its crowds of followers, its ; 
hordes of retainers who eame and went, apparent- 1 
^ at no bidding but their own ; in the ceaseless 
"dde of travelers, who hospited for the night, went 
^*^' *ir wajr on the morrow, no more impressed by 
hospitality, to, all seeming, than by a thing 

^ hMd their owd valid right to. DetaUs there \ 



were of neglect and savagery that even an hum- 
ble household might have been ashamed of; but 
these were lost — submerged, as it were — in that 
ocean of boundless extravagance and cost, and 
speedily lost sight of. 

It was now my task to tell Sara all this, col- 
ored by the light, a warm light, too, of my own 
enjoyment of it. I pictured the place as I saw 
it on the night I came, and told how I could not 
imagine for a while in what wild region I found 
myself; I narrated the way in which I was as- 
signed my place in this strange world, with ober- 
jagers and unter-jagers for my friends, who 
mounted me and often accompanied me in my 
rides ; how I had seen the vast teiTitories from 
hill-tops and eminences which pertained to the 
great Count, boundless plains that in summer 
would have been waving with yellow com, and 
far-stretching woods of oak or pine lost in the 
long distance ; and, last of all, coming down to 
the very moment I was writing, I related the 
incident by which I had been promoted to the 
society of the castle, and how I had passed my 
first evening. 

My pen ran rapidly along as I told of the splen- 
dors and magnificence of the scene, and of a com- 
pany whose biilliant costume filled up the meas- 
ure of the enchantment. * *■ They pass and repass 
before me in all their gorgeous bravery as I write ; 
the air vibrates with the music, and unconscious- 
ly my foot keeps time with the measure of that 
("sardas that /ipins and whirls before mo till my 
brain reels with a mad intoxication." 

It was only when I read over what I had writ- 
ten that I became aware of the questionable taste 
of recording these things to one who perhaps was 
to read them after a day of heavy toil, dr a sleep- 
less night of watching. What will she think of 
me, thought I, if it be thus I seem to discharge 
the weighty trust confided to me? Was it to 
mingle in such revelries I came here, or will she 
deem that these follies are the fitting prelude to 
a grave and difiieult negptiation? For a mo- 
ment I had half determined to throw mv letter 
in the fire, and limit myself simply to sayuig that 
I had arrived,^ and was awaiting the Count's re- 
turn, but my pride, or rather my vanity, carried 
the day ; and I could not repress the delight I 
felt to be in a society I clung to by so many in- 
teresting ties, and to show that here I was in my 
true element — here breathing the air that was 
native to me. 

** I am not to be supposed to forget," I wrote» 
'Uhat it was not for these pleasures you sent me 
here, for I bear well in mind why I have come, 
and what I have to do. Count Hunyadi is, how- 
ever, absent, and will not return before the end 
of the week, by which time I fully hope that I 
shall have assured such a position here as will 
mainly contribute to my ability to serve you. I 
pray you, therefore, to read this letter by the 
light of the assurance I now give, and, though I 
9ay seem to lend myself too easily to pleasure, to 
believe that no seductions of amusement, no flat- 
teries of my self-love, shall turn me from the de- 
votion I owe you, and from the fidelity to which 
I pledge my life." With this I closed my letter 
and addressed it. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

THE SALON. 

The morning after my Csardas succesB a valet 



might look at least like a false position, and was 
almost sure to entail all the unpleasant relations 
of such. '* In fact, Madam," said I, " I am no- 
body; and in my country men of rank never 



in discreet black brought me a message froAv the associate with nobodies, even by an accident. 
Countess that she expected to see me at her table , My lord would not forgive you for throwing him 
at dinner, and from him I learned the names and ^to such acqnaintancesliip, and I should never 



rank of the ])ersons I had met the night befoii. htegive myself for having caused you the unpleas- 

sse which in ! antness. I di^'t imagine I " 
ing very clear. 



They were all of that high noblesse 
Uungary assumes a sort of family prestige, and 
by frequent intermarriage really possesses many 
of the close familiar interests of the family. Aus- 
trions, or indeed Germans from any part, are 
rarely received in these intimate gatherings, and 
I learned with some surprise that the only stran- 
gers were an English * ' lord" and his countess — 
so the man styled them — who were then among 
the guests. "The lord" was with the C'ount on 
the shooting cxcuvsion ; my lady being confined 
to her room by a heavy cold she had caught out 
tdedgiiig. 

Shall I be misunderstood if I own that I was 
very sorry to hear that an Englishman and a man 
of title was among the company. Whatever fa^ 
vor foreigners might extend to any small accom- 
plishments I could lay claim to, I well knew 
would not compensate in my countryman's eyes 
foi' my want of station. In my father's house I 
had often had occasion to remark that while 
Englishmen freely admitted the advances of a 
foreigner, and accepted his acquaintance with a 
coui-teous readiness, with each other they main- 
tained a cold and studied reserve ; as though no 
difference of place or circumstance was to oblit- 
erate that insular code which defines class, and 
limits each man to the exact rank he belongs to. 

When they shall see, therefore, thought I, how 
my titled countryman will treat me — the distance 
at which he will hold me — ^and the measured 
firmness with which he will repel — not my famil- 
iarities, for I should not dare them, but simply 
the ease of my manner — these foreigners will bfe 
driven to regard me as some ignoble upstart who 
has no pretension whatever to be among them. 
I was very unwilling to encounter this humilia- 
tion. It was true I was not sailing under false 
colors. I had assumed no pretensions from which 
I was now to retreat. I had nothing to disown 
or disavow ; but still I was about to be the will- 
ing guest of a society, to a place in which, in my 
own countiy, I could not have the faintest pre- 
tension ; and it was just possible that my coun- 
tryman might bring this fact before me. 

He might do worse — he might question me as 
to who and what I was ; nor was 1 very sure how 
my tact or my temper might carry me through 
such an ordeaL 

Would it not be wiser and better for me to 
avoid this peril? Should I not spare myself 
much mortification and much needless pain? 
Thus thinking, I resolved to wait on the Count- 
ess at once, and explain frankly why I felt 



{{m't imagine I have made my mean- 
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You have certainly made me very uncom- 
fortable," broke in Countess Hunyadi, thought- 
fully. * * I thought that we Hungarians had rath- 
er strict notions on these subjects, but these of . 
your country leave them miles behind." 

" And are less reasonable besides," said the 
Palfi, "since your nobility is being continually 
recruited from so rich a bourgeoisie." 

"At all events," cried the ("ountess, suddenly, 
"we ai-e here at Schloss Hunyadi, and I am its 
mistress. I invite you to dine with me ; it re- 
mains for you to decide how, you treat my in- 
vitation. " 

"Put in that way. Madam, I accept with def- 
erence." And I bowed deeply and moved to- 
ward the door. The ladies acknowledged my 
salute in silence, and, I fancied, with coldness, 
and I retired. 

I was evidently mistaken in attributing cold- 
ness to their manner; the ladies received me 
when I appeared at dinner with a marked cord- 
iality. I sat next Madame Palfi, who talked to 
me like an old friend ; told me who the various • 
people at table were ; and gave me great pleas- 
ure by saying that I was sure to become a favor- 
ite with Count Hunyadi, who delighted In gay- 
ety, and cherished all those that promoted it. 
Seeing what interest I took in the wAys of Hun- 
garian life, she explained many of tbe customs 
I saw around me, which, deriving from a great 
antiquity, were doubtless soon destined to give 
-way before the advance of a higher civilization. " 
I afiked what she knew of the English guests. 
It was nothing, or next to nothing— -Count Hun- 
yadi had made their acquaintance at Baden that 
sunmier, and invited them to pass their Chridlt- 
mas with him. Countess Palfi had herself ar- 
rived since they came, and not seen them, for 
"my lord," as he was ^nerally called, had left 
at once to join the shooting-party ; and my lady 
had not appeared since the day after her arrival. 
"I only know that she is a great beauty, and 
of most charming manners. The men all rave 
of her, so that we are half jealous already. We 
were expecting to see her at dinner to-day, but 
we hear that she is less well than yesterday." 

" Do you know their name ?" 

" No ; I believe I heard it — ^but I am not fa- 
miliar with English names,, and it has escaped 
me; but I will present you by-and-l?y to Count 
George Szechenyi, who was at Baden when the 
Hunyadi met them — hell tell ycm more of them. " 



obliged to decline the gracious courtesy she Ijpi^ ^ I assured her that my curiosity was most amply 



extended to me, and refuse an honor so full of 
pleasure and of pride. 

She was not alone as I entered — the Count- 
ess Palfi was Mdth her — and I scarcely knew how 
to approadi my theme in- presence of a third per- 
son. With a bold effort, however, I told whiat I 
had come for ; not very collectedly, indeed, nor 
perhaps very intelligibly, but in such a way as 
to convey that I had not courage to face what 



satisfied already. It was a class in which I could 
not expect to find an acquaintance, far less a 
friend. 

"There is something almost forced in this 
humility of yours," cried she. " Are we to find 
out some fine morning that you are a prince in 
disguise?" She laughed so merrily at her own 
conceit that Madame Hunyadi as^ed the caoM 
of her mirth. 
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** I wUl tell you later on/' said she. We soon 
afterward rose to go into the drawing-room, and 
I saw as they laughed together that she had told 
her what she said. 

"Do you know," sui.) the Countess Hunyadi, 
approaching me, " I am half of Madame Palfi's 
mind, and I shall never rest till you reveal your 
secret to us." 

I said something laughingly about my incog- 
nito being the best coat in my wardrobe, and the 
matter dropped. That night I sung several times, 
alone, and in duet, with the Palfi, and was over- 
whelmed with flatteries of my * * fresh tenor voice" 
and my '* admirable method." It was something 
so new and strange to me to find myself the cen- 
ti^ of polite attentions, and of those warm praises 
which consummate good-breeding knows how to 
bestow without outraging taste, that 1 found it 
hard to repress the wild delight that possessed me. 

If I had piqued their curiosity to find out who 
or what I was, I had also stimulated my own 
ambition to astonish them. 

** He says he will ride out with me to-morrow, 
and doesnt care if I give him a lively mount," 
said one, speaking of me. 

"And you mean to gratify him, George?" 
asked another. 

" He shall have the roan that hoisted yon out 
of the saddle with his hind-quarters." 

"Come, come, gentlemen, I'll not have my 
prot^g^ injured to gratify your jealousies," said 
Madame Hunyadi ; " he shall be my escort." 

"If he rides as he plays billiards you need 
not be much alarmed about him. The fellow 
can do what he likes at the cannon game. " 

**l'd give fifty Naps to know his history," 
cried another. 

I was playing chess as he said this, and turn- 
ing my head quietly around I said, "The secret 
is not wo|th half the money. Sir ; and if it really 
interests you, you shall have it for the asking." 

He muttered out a mass of apologies and con^ 
fused excuses, to all the embarrassment of which 
. I left him most pitilessly, and the incident end- 
ed. I saw, however, enough to perceive that if 
I had won the suffrages of the ladies, the men 
of the party had concQiTed an undisguised dislike 
of m^, and openly rewnted the favor shown me. 

"What can you do with the foils, young gen- 
tleman ?" whispered Szechenyi to me, as he came 
near. 

" Pretty much as I did with you at billiards, 
a while ago," said I, insolently, for my blood was 
up, and I burned to fix a quarrel somewhere. 

••Shall we try?" asked he, dryly. 

" If you say without the buttons, I agree." 

"Of course I mean that." 

I nodded, and he went on : 

" Come down to the riding-school by the first 
light to-morrow then, and I'U have all in readi- 
ness." 

I gave another nod of assent, and moved away. 
I had enough on my hands now, for, besides other 
engagements, I had promised the Countess Palfi 
to arrange a little piece for private theatricals, 
and have it ready by the time of Count Hunya- 
di*8 return. So far from feeling oppressed or 
overwhelmed by the nwltiplicity of these cares, 
they stimulated me to a degree of excitement al- 
most maddening. Failure somewhere seemed 
inevitable, and, for the life of me, I could not 
thoOae where it should be. As my spirits rose, 



I threw off all the reserve I had worn before, and 
talked' away with an animation and boldness I 
felt uncontrollable. I made " calembourgs," 
and dashed ofi^ impromptu verses at the piano, 
and when, culminatiji^ in some impertinence by 
a witty picture of mepersons around me, I had 
convulsed the whole room with laughter, I sprang 
up, and saying good-night, disappeared. 

The roars of their laughter followed me down 
the corridor, nor did they cease to ring in my 
ears till I had closed my door. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

AN UNLOOKED-FOR MEETIKO.. 

I COULD more easily record my sensations in 
the paroxysm of a fever than recall how I passed 
that night. I am aware that I wrote a long letter 
to my mother, and a longer to Sara, both to be 
dispatched in case ill befell me in my encounter. 
What I said to either, or how I said it, I know 
not 

No more can I explain why I put all my pa* 
pers together in such fashion that they could be 
thrown into the fire at once, without leaving any, 
the slightest, clew to trace me by. That secret, 
which I had affected to hold so cheaply, did in 
reality possess some strange fascination for me, 
and I desired to be a puzzle and an enigma even 
after I was gone. 

It wanted one short houE«of dawn when I had 
finished; but I was still too much excited to 
sleep. I knew how unfavorably I should come 
to the encounter before me with jarred nerves 
and the weariness of a night's watching ; but it 
was too late now to help that ; too late, besides, 
to speculate on what men would say of such a 
causeless duel, brought on, as I could not con- 
ceal from myself, by my hot temper. By the 
time I had taken my cold bath my nerves be- 
came more braced, and I scarcely felt a trace of 
fatigue or exhaustion. The gray morning* was 
just breaking as I stole quietly down stairs and 
issued forth into the court-yard. A heg-vy fiUl 
of snow had occurred in the night, and an un- 
broken expanse of billowy whiteness spread out 
before me, save where, from a comer of the 
court, some foot-tracks led toward the riding- 
school. I saw, therefore, that I was not the first 
at the tryst, and I hastened on in all speed. 

Six or eight young men, closely muffled in fore, 
stood at the door as I came up, and gravely un- 
covered to me. They made way for me to pass 
in without speaking, and while stamping the snow 
from my boots, I said something about the cold 
of the morning ; they muttered what might mean 
assent or the reverse, in a low, half-sulky tone, 
that certainly little invited to fiuther remark. 

For a few seconds they talked together in whis- 
pers, and then a tall, ill-favored fellow, with a 
deep scar from the cheek-bone to the upper lip, 
came abruptly up to me. 

" Look here, young fellow," said he. "I am 
to act as your second, and though, of course, I*d 
like to know that the man I handled was a gentle- 
man, I do not ask you to tell any thing about 
yourself that you prefer to keep back. I would 
only say that, if ugly consequences come of this 
stupid business, the blame must fiiU upon you. 
Your temper provoked it, is that not true ?" ' 
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I nodded assent, and he went on : 

*'So far, all right The next point is this. 
We are all on honor that, whatever happens, not 
a word or a syllable Bh||l ever escape us. Do 
you agree to this?" '■ - 

'^ I agree,*' said I, calml^. 

*'G^ve me your hand on It" 

I gave him my hand, and tm he held it in his 
pwn he said, ''On the faith tf a gentleman, I 
will never reveal to nqr last dajr what shall pass 
have Ihis morning.'* 

I npeated the words after him, and we moved 
on into the school. 





















I had drawn my sofa in front of the fire, and 
stretching myself on it fell into a deep dreamless 
sleep. A night's wakefulness, and the excitement 
I had gone through, had so far worked upon me 
that I did not hear the opening of my door, nor 
the tread of a heavy man as he came forward and 
fteated himself by the fire. It was only the cold 
touch of his fingers .on the wrist as he felt my 
pulse that at last aroused me. 

'* Don't start — don't flurry yourself," said he, 
calmly, to me. ' ' I am the doctor. I have been to 
see the other, and I promised to look in on you." 

" How is he ? Is it serious ?" 

"It will be a slow affair. It was an ugly 
thrust — all the dorsal muscles pierced ; but no 
inteiTial mischief done." 

** He will certainly recover then ?" 

''There is no reason why he should not But 
where is this scratch of yours ? Let me see it" 

"It is a nothing, doctor — a mere nothing. 
Pray take no trouble about it." 

"But I must. I have pledged myself to ex- 
amine your wound ; and I must keep my word." 

"Surely these gentlemen are scarcely so very 
anxious about me," said I, in some pique. " Not 
one of them vouchsafed to see me safe home, 
though I had lost some blood and felt very faint." 

"I did not say it was these gentlemen sent me 
here," said he, dryly. 

"Then who else knew any thing about this 
business ?" 

" If you must know, then," said he, " it is the 
English Countess who is staying here, and whom 
I have been attending for the last week. How 
she came to hear of this affair I can not tell you, 
for I know it is a secret to the rest of the house ; 
bMI she made me promise to come and see you, 
and, if there was nothing in your wound to forbid 
'It, to bring you oyer to her dressing-room and 
ft you to her. And now let me look at the 




)k off my coat, and, baring my arm, dis- 
placed a very ugly thrust, which, entering above 
the wrist, came ont between the two bones of the 
arm. 

"Now I call this the worse of the two," said 
he, examining it "DoQi it give you much 
pain?" i^ 

"Some uneasiness; nflUdng more. When 
may I see the Countess?" asked I, for an intense 
cariosity to meet her had now possessed me. 

"If you like you may go at once: not that I 
can accompany you, for I am off for a distant 
visit ; but her rooms are at the end of this corri- 
dor, and you enter by the conservatory. Mean- 



while I must bandage this arm in somewhat bet- 
ter fashion than you have done." 

While he was engaged in dressing my wound 
he rambled on about the reckless habits that 
made such rencontres possible. "We are in 
the middle of the seventeenth century here, with 
all its barbarisms," said he. "These young fel- 
lows were vexed at seeing the notice you attract- 
ed ; and that was to their thinking cause enough 
to sena you off with a damaged lung or a maim- 
ed limb. It's all well, however, as long as Graf 
Hunyadi does not hear of it. But if he should, 
hell turn them out, eveny man of them, for this 
treatment of an Englishman." 

"Then we must take care. Sir, that he does 
not hear of it," said I, half fiercely, and as though 
addressing my speech especially to himself. 
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such in- 
asked I, 



"Not from me, certainly," 
doctor's instincts always save m^, 
discretions." 

"Is our Countess young, doctor 
half jocularly. 

"Young and pretty, though one might say, too, 
she has been younger and prettier. If yon-^e 
below stairs to-day drink no wine, and get back 
to your sofa as soon as you can after dinner." 
With this caution he left me. 

A heavy packet of letters had arrived from 
Finme, containing, I surmised, some instructions 
for which I had written ; but seeing that the ad- 
dress was in the cashier's handwriting I felt no 
impatience to break the seal. 

I dressed myself with unusual care, though the 
pain of my arm made the process a very slow 
one ; and at last set out to pay my visit I pass- 
ed along the corridor, through the conservatory, 
and found myself at a door at which I knocked 
twice. At last I turned the handle ai^d entered 
a small but handsomely furnished drawing-room, 
about which books and newspapers lay scattered ; 
and a small embroidery-frame near the fire show- 
ed where she who was engpfSd with that task had 
lately been seated. -^'j^wS^^ down in some cu- 
riosity to examine a reaMKver copy of an altar- 
piece of Albert Durer a^vEr gently opened, and 
I heard the rustle of a sil^Bwitis. I had not got 
time to look round, when, with a cry, she rushed 
toward me and clasped me in her arms. It was 
Madame Cleremont ! 

" My own dear, dear Digby!'* she cried, as 
she kissed me over face and forehead, smoothing 
back my hair to look at me, and then falling 
again on my neck. *'I knew it could be no 
other when I heard of you, darling ; and when 
they told me of your singing I could have sworn 
it was yourself." 

I tried to disengage myself from her embrace, 
and summoned what I could of sternness to repel 
her caresses. She dropped at my fe^j and) clasp- 
ing my hand, implored me, in accents broken 
with passion, to forgive her. To see her who 
had once been all that a in 
to me in tenderness and 
long hours of the night 
see her there before me, a 
yet entreating forgiveness, was more than I could 
bear. My nerves, besides, had been already too 
tensely strung ; and I burst into a passion of tears 
that totally overcame me. She sat with her aim 
round me, and wept , ^n^*'* ' 

With a wild hysterical rapidity she poured ftfft ■ • ^ 
a sort of excQsem her own conduct SlieiMAli j 
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all that I had seen her suffer of insult and shame ; 
the daUy outrages passed upon her ; the slights 
which no woman can or ought to pardon. She 
gpoke of her friendlessness, her misery; butJ- 
more than all, her consuming desire to he ayengea 
on the man who had degraded her. " Your fa- 
ther, I knew, was the man to do me this justice," 
she cried ; ** he did not love me, nor did I love 
him ; but we both hated this wretch, and it seem- 
ed little to me what became of me if I could but 
compass his ruin." 

I scarcely followed her. I bethought me of 
my poor mother, for whom none had a thought 
—neither of the wrongs done her, nor of the 
sttflferings to which she was so remorselessly 
consigned. 

"You do not listen to me. You do not hear 
me!" cried she, passionately; "and yet who 
has been your friend as I have ? Who has im- 
plored your fiither to be just toward you as I 
have done? Who has hazarded her whole fu- 
ture in maintaining your rights — who but I?" 
In a wild rhapsody of mingled passion and ap- 
peal she went on to show how Sir Roger insisted 
on presenting her every where as his wife. Even 
at com*ts she had been so presented, though all 
the terrible consequences of exposure were sure 
to ring over the whole of Europe. The personal 
danger of the step was a temptation too strong to 
resist ; and the altercation and vindication that 
must follow were ecstasy to him. He was pit- 
ting himself against the world, and he would 
back himself on the issue. 

"And here, where we are now," cried I; 
*' what is to happen if to-morrow some stranger 
should arrive from England, who knows your 
story, and feels he owes it to his host to pro- 
claim it ?" 

"Is it not too clear what is to happen?" 
shrieked she; "blood, mtte Mpod — theirs or 
his, or both ! Just as he Btnu yiajp ung prince 
at Baden with a glove across 4^V||e,^^Qan8e 
he stared at me too rudely, and 'Sho^M M||(|y- 
ward ; his dearest tie to me is the peril tnM|P» 
tachej[Lto me. Do you not know him, TA^yff 
too you «pt know the insolent disdain with whi(^ 
he reft|f||k|o be boand by what other men sub- 
mit to ^fffia that when he has said, * I am ready 
to stake my life on it,' he believes he has proved 
his conviction to be a just one ?" 

Of my father's means, or what remained to 
him of fortune, she knew nothing. They had 
often been reduced to alntfpk want, and at other 
times money would flow ^eely in, to be wasted 
and lavifthttd with that careless manificence that 
no^xperieabes of privation coiild ever teach pru- 
dShce. We now turned to speculate on what 
would happen when he came back from this 
shooting-party ; how he would recognize me. 

"I see!" cried I; "you suspect he will dis- 
own me." 

**Not that, dear Digby," said she, in some 
confusion; "but he may require — that is — he 
may wish you ta conform to some plan, some 
procedure of his own." 

" If this should involve the smallest infraction 
of what is doe to my mother, I'll refuse," said I, 
firmly, " and rqect as openly as he dares to make 
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" And areyon ready to fece what may follow ?" 
*'If you mean as regards myself, I am quite 
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'I am better able to fight the battle of life now 
than I was then. I ask nothing of him — ^not 
even his name. If you speak of other conse- 
quence% — of what may ensue when his hosts shall 
learn the fraud he has practiced on them — " It 
was only as the 'fatal word fell from me that I 
felt how cruelly I had spoken, and I stopped and 
took her hand in mine, sayings, " Do not be an- 
gry with me, dear friend, that I have spoken a 
bitter word ; bear with me for her sake, who has 
none to befriend her but myself" 

She made me no answer, but looked out cold 
and stem into vacancy, her pale features motion- 
•IbBsk, not a line or a lineament betraying what 
was passing within her. 

"Why remain here then to provoke a catas- 
trophe?" cried she, suddenly. "If you have 
come for pleasure, you see enough to be aware 
there is little more awaiting you." 

"I have not come for pleasure. I am here 
to confer with Count Hunyadi on a matter of 
business." 

" And will some paltry success in a little ped- 
dling contract for the Count's wine, or his olives, 
or his Indian com, compensate you for the ruin 
you may bring on your father ? Will it recom- 
pense you if his blood be shed ?" 

There was a tone of defiant sarcasm- in the 
way she spoke these words that showed me, if I 
would not yield to her persuasions, she would 
not hesitate to employ other means of coercion. 
Perhaps she mistook the astonishment my face 
expressed for terror ; for she went on : "It would 
be well that you thought twice over it ere you 
make your breach with your father irreparable. 
Remember it is not a question of a passing sen- 
timentality, or a sympathy — it is the whole story 
of your life is at issue. If you be any thing, or 
any body, or a nameless creature without belong- 
ings or kindred." 

I sat for some minutes in de^ thought. I 
was not sure whether I understood, her words, 
and that she meant to say it lay Entirely with 
my father to own or disown me, as he pleased. 
She seemed delighted at my embarrassment, and 
her voice rung out with its own clear triumphant 
cadence, as she said, "You begin at last to see 
how near the precipice you have been straying." 

"One moment, Madam!" cried I. "If my 
mother be Lady Norcott, Sir Roger can not dis- 
own me; not to say, that already in an open 
court he maintained his right over me and de- 
clared me his son. " 

"You are opening a question I will not touch', 
Digby," said she, gravely — " your mother's mar-, 
riage. I will only say that the ablest Jawyersyour 
fatSer has consulted pronounoeTlt more than ques- 
tionable. " -^ " 

^ * And my father has then ent^ptained the proj- 
ect of an attempt to break k K* * 
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" This is not fair !" cried inip^ eagerly ; " yon 
lead me on from one admission to another till I 
find myself revealing confidences to one who at 
any moment may avow himself my enemy." 

I raised my eyes to her face, and she met n^ 
glance with a look cold, stem, and impassive, M. 
though she would say, "Choose your |>ath nci^' 
and accept me as friend or foe. " All the winning 
softness of her maimer, all those engaging coqnet- 
ries of look and gesture, of which none was more 
mistress, were gone, and another and a very di^ 
ferent nature had repliaced them. 
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Hus, then, was one of those women all tender- 
ness, and softness, and fascination, bat who be- 
hind this mask have the fierce nature of the 
tigress. Could she be the same I had seen so 
sabmissivc under all the insolence of her brutal 
^ husband, bearing his scoff's and his sarcasms 
' without a word of reply ? Was it that these cru- 
dties had at last evoked this stem spirit, and that 
another temperament had been generated ont of 
m nature broken down and demoralized by ill- 
tieatment? 

^' Shall I tell you what I think you ought to 
do?" asked she, calmly. I nodded assent. ^* Sit 
down there, then,'* continued she, ^^and write 
these few lines to yonr father, and let him have 
them before he returns here." 

" First of all, I can not write just now — ^I have 
had a slight accident to my right arm." 

* * I know, " said she, smiling dubiously. * * You 
hurt it in the riding-school ; but it's a mere no- 
thing, is it not ?" 

f I made a gesture of assent, not altogether 
pleased the while *at the little sympathy she 
vouchsafed me, and the insignificance she as- 
cribed to my wound. 

** Shall I write for you, then ; you can sign it 
afterward ?" 

''Let me first know what you would have me 
say. 

"Dear father. — ^You always addressed him 
that way?" 

"Yes." 

"Dear father, I have been here some days, 
awaiting Count Hnnyadi's return, to transact 
some matters of business with him, and have by 
a mere accident learned that you are ambng his 
guests. As I do not know how, to what extent, 
or in what capacity, .it may be your pleasure to 
recognize 4ne, or whether it might not chime 
better with your convenience to ignore me alto- 
gether, I vmte now to submit myself entirely to 
your will and guidance, being in this, as in all 
things, your dutiful and obedient son." 

The words came from her pen as rapidly as her 
fingers could move across the paper ; and as she 
finished she pushed it toward me, saying : 

"There — ^put Digby Norcott there, and it is 
all done!" 

"This is a matter to think over," said I, grave- 
ly; "I may be compromising other interests than 
my own by signing this." • 

"Those Jews of yours have imbued you well 
with their cautious spirit, I see," said she, scoff- 
ingly. 

"They have taught me no lessons I am 
ashamed of. Madam," said I, reddening with 
anger. 

" I declare, I don't know you as the Digby of 
long ago 1 I fancied I did when I heard those 
ladies coming up stairs each night, so charmed 
with all your graceful gifts, and so eloquent over 
all your fascinations; and now, as you stand 
there, word-splitting and phrase-weighing, can- 
vassing what it might cost yon to do this, or 
where it might lead you to say that, I ask my- 
self, is this the boy his father said, 'above all 
things he shall be a gentleman ?' " 

"To one element of that character. Madam, 
I will try and preserve my claim — ^no provoca- 
tion shsdl drive me to utter a rudeness to a 
lady." 

' ' This is less breeding than calculation, young 



gentleman. I read snch natures as yoors as 
easily as a printed book." 

" I ask nothing better. Madam ; my only fear 
would be that you should mistake me, and im- 
agine that any deference to my father's views 
would make me forget my mother's rights." 

"So then," cried she, with a mocking laugh, 
" you have got your courage up so far — ^you dare 
me ! Be advised, however, and do not court 
such an unequal contest. I have but to choose 
in which of a score of ways I could crush you — 
do you mark me ? crush you 1 You will not al- 
ways be as lucky as you were this morning in 
the riding-school." 

"Great Heaven!" cried I, "was this then of 
your devising ?" 

"You begin to have a glimpse of whom yon 
have to deal with ? Gro back to your room and 
reflect on that knowledge, and if it end in per- 
suading you to quit this place at once, and never 
return to it, it will be a wise resolve." 

I was too much occupied with the terrible fiuit 
that she had already conspired against my life 
to heed her words of coimsel, and I stood there 
stunned and confused. 

In the look of scorn and hate she threw on 
me, she seemed to exult over my forlorn and 
bewildered condition. 

"I scarcely think there is any need to prolong 
this interview," said she, at last, with an easy 
smile ; " each of us is by this time aware of the 
kindly sentiments of the other ; is it not so ?" 

"I am going, Madam," I stammered out; 
"good-by." 

She made a slight movement, as I thought, 
toward me ; but it was in reality the prelude to 
a deep courtesy, while in her sweetest of accents 
she whispered, "Au revoir, Monsieur Digby, 
an revoir." I bowed deeply and withdrew. 



CHAPTER XXX. | 

HASTT TIDINGS. 

Of all the revulsions of feeling that can befall 
the heart, I know of none-to compare in poignant 
agony with the sudden consciousness that you 
are hated where once you were loved ; that where 
once you had turned for consolation or sympathy 
you have now nothing to expect but coldness and ^ 
distrust ; that the treasure of afiection on whidi " 
you had counted ag||ip8t the day of adversity had 
proved bankrupt, ancTnothing remained of all its 
bright hopes and promise but bitter regrets and 
sorrowful repinings. 

It was in the very last depth of this spirit I 
now locked myself in my room to determine 
what I should do, by what course I should shape 
my future. I saw the stake for which Madame 
Cleremont was playing. She had resolved that 
my mother's marriage should be broken, and she 
herself declared Lady Norcott That my father 
might be brought to accede to such a plan was 
by no means improbable. Its extravagance and 
its enormity would have been great inducements, 
had he no other interest in the matter. 

I began to canvass with myself how persons 
poor and friendless could possibly meet the legal 
battle which this question should originate, and 
how my mother, in her destitution and powtf, 
could contend against the force of tibe wealth 
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thai would be oppofled to her. It had only been 
by the nnited efforts of her relatives and Mends, 
aU eager to support her in snch a cause, that she 
had been enabled to face the expenses of the suit 
mj fia^ther had brought on the question of my 
gnardianship. How could she again sustain a 
like charge ? Was it likely that her present con- 
dition would enable her to fee leaders on circuit 
and bar magnates, to pay the costs of witnesses, 
and all the endless outgoings of the law ? 

So long as I lived, I well knew my poor mo- 
ther would compromise none of my rights that 
pertained to me ; but if I could be got rid of — 
and the event of the morning shot through my 
mind — some arrangement with her might not be 
impossible — at least, it was open to them to think 
so ; and I could well imagine that they would 
build (A such a foundation. It was not easy to 
imagine a woman like Madamtf Cleremont, a 
person of the most attractive manners, beautiful, 
gifted, and graceful, capable of a great crime ; 
but she herself had shown me more than once 
in fiction the portraiture of an individual, who, 
while shrinking with horror from the coarse con- 
tact of guilt, would willingly set the springs in 
motion which ultimately conduce to the most 
appalling disasters. I remember even her say- 
ing to me one day, '*It is in watching the ter- 
rible explosions their schemes have ignited that 
cowards learn to taste what they fancy to be the 
ecstasy of courage." 

While I thought what a sorry adversary I 
should prove against such a woman, with all 
the wiles of her nature, and all the seductions 
by which she could display them, my eyes fell 
upon the packet from Fiume, which still lay with 
its seal unbroken. I broke it open half-careless- 
ly. It contained an envelope marked ^Metters," 
and the following note : 

"Herr Owen, — With this you are informed 
that the house of Hodnig and Oppovich has 
failed, dockets of bankruptcy having been yester- 
day declared against that firm, the usual assign- 
ees will be duly appointed by the court to liqui- 
date, on such terms as the estate permits. Pres- 
ent liabilities are currently stated as below eight 
■millions of florins. Actual property will not 
meet half that sum. 

*' Further negotiations regarding the Hunyadi 
contract on your part are consequently unneces- 
sary, seeing that the most favorable conditions 
Jrou could obtain would in nowise avert or even 
essen the blow that has fallen on the house. 

'^I am directed to inclose yon by bill the sum 
of two hundred and eighteen florins, twenty-sev- 
en kreutzers, which, at the current exchange, 
will pay your salary to the end of the present 
quarter, and also to state that, having duly ac- 
knowledged the receipt of this sum to me by 
letter, you are to consider yourself free of all 
engagement to the house. I am also instructed 
to say that your zeal and probity will be duly 
attested when any reference is addressed to the 
managers of this estate. 

'* I am, with accustomed esteem and respect, 

" Your devoted servant, 
** Jacob Ulbich. 

**P.8. — Herr Ignaz is, happily for him, in 
a condition that renders him unconscious of his 
calamity. The family has retired for the present 
to die small cottage near the gate of the Abazzia 



Villa, called 'Die Hutte,* but desires complete 
privacy, and declines all condolences. — J. U. 

"2rfP.S. — The inclosed letters have arrived 
here during your absence." 

So intensely imbued was my mind with sus- 
picion and distrust, that it was not till after long 
and careful examination I satisfied myself that 
this letter was genuine, and that its contents 
might be taken as true. The packet it incloeed 
would, however, have resolved all doubt: thej 
were three letters from my dear mother. JB^re- 
quent reference was made to other letters which 
had never reached me, and in which it was clear 
the mode in which she had learned my address 
was explained. She also spoke of Sara as of 
one she knew by correspondence, and gave me 
to understand how she was following every little 
humble incident of my daily life with loving in- 
terest and afiection. She enjoined me by all 
means to devote myself heartily and wholly to 
those who had befriended me so generously, aad 
to merit the esteem of that good girl, who, car- 
ing nothing for herself, gave her heart and sonl 
to the service of her father. 

"I have told you so much," said she, "of 
myself in former letters" (these I never saw) 
" that I shall not weary you with more. Yon 
know why I gave up the school, and through 
what reasonings I consented to call myself Lady 
Norcott, though in such poverty as mine the as- 
sumption of a title only provoked ridicule. Mr, 
M*Bride, however, persuaded me that a volun- 
tary surrender of my position might be made 
terrible use of against me, should — ^what I can 
not believe — the attempt ever be made to ques- 
tion the legality of my marriage with your father. 

" It has been so constantly repeated, however, 
that Sir Roger means to marry this 4ady — some 
say they are already married — ^that T have had 
careful abstracts made of the registry, and evexy 
detml duly certified which can establish your le- 
gitimacy — not that I can bring myself to be- 
lieve your father would ever raise that question. 
Strangely enough, my allowance, left unpaid for 
severed years, was lately resumed, and Foster 
and Wall received orders to acknowledge my 
drafts on them, for what, I concluded, were 
meant to cover all the arrears due. As I had 
already tided over these years of trial and press- 
ure, I refused all save the sum due for the cur- 
rent year, and begged to learn Sir Roger's ad- 
dress that I might write to him. To this they 
replied 'that they had no information to give 
me on the subject; that their instructions, as 
regarded payments to me, came to them firom 
the house of Rodyer, in Frankfort, and in the 
manner and terms already communicated to me' 
— all showing me that the whole was a matter 
of business, into which no sentiment was to enter, 
or be deemed capable of entering." 

It was about this period my mother came to , 
learn my address, and she avowed that all other 
thoughts and cares were speedily lost in the whirl- 
pool of joy these tidings swept around her. Her 
eagerness to see me grew intense, but was tem- 
pered by the fear lest her selfish anxiety might 
prejudice me in |hat esteem I had already won 
from my employers, of whom, strangely enough, 
she spoke freely and fiEuniliarly, as though «he 
had known them. 

The whole tone of these letters — and I read ^ 



IHAT BOY OF XOBCOTTSl 



*"*— over WUd ' " — " ' mWnmn 



Fun of penooal detaik. tb-r 
m hf uoiieaam kd^c Tber often ffK4£ of 
porertv. bat nxfaer » a tiia; lo be bAfisd bj 
good-bumored cofttrirvDee or re&iered eodanbi* 
bj habit than u matter lor ccinp4jini aad bev^Il- 
■MOL Little dafibeft of b^s-heanedae» vccU 
aow and then break the dark K-mbrcDes^ of the 
picoire. and shov how her fpiiii vae jei alire to 
nb and iu enjorments. Above all. there was no 
croaking, no foreboding. $3ke had lired throng 
•ome jean of trial and sorrov. and if the fntnre 
had others as gioomj in nore it was time eooof^ 
when thev came to meet their exigencies. 

What a blessing was it to me to get these ax 
toch a time ! I no longer felt mj§elf alone and 
iaoUted in the world. There was. I ih>w knew, 
a bank of affection ax mv disposal at which I 
ooald draw at will : and what an object for mj 
imitation was that fine courage of her>i, that took 
defeats as mere passing shadows, and was satis- 
Aed to fight on to the end, ever hopeful and erer 
brave! 

How I would have Ll^ed to return to Madame 
Cleremont, and read her some passages of these 
letters, and said, ** And this is the woman tou 
seek to dethrone, and whose place tou would fill ! 
This is she whose rival yon aspire to be. What 
think you of the contest now ? Which of you 
should prove the winner? Is it with a nature 
like this you would like to measure yourself?"* 

How I would have liked to have dared her to 
9iich a combat, and boldly declared that I would 
make my fiither himself the umpire as to the 
worthier ! As to her hate or her vengeance she 
had as much as promised me both, but I defied 
them ; and I believed I even consulted my safety 
by open defiance. As I thus stimulated myself 
with passionate counsels, and burned with eager- 
ness for the moment I might avow them, I flang 
open my window for fresh air, for my excitement 
had risen to actual fever. 

It was very dark without Night had set in 
about two hours, but no stars had yet shone out, 
and • a thick impenetrable blackness pervaded 
every where. Some peasants were shoveling the 
snow in the court beneath, making a track from 
the gate to the house-door, and here and there a 
dimly-burning lantern attached to a pole would 
show where the work was being carried out As 
it was about the time of the evening when travel- 
ers were wont to arrive the labor was pressed 
briskly forward, and I could hear an overseer's 
voice urging the men to increased zeal and ae- 
tlvity. 

''There has been a snow- mountain fallen at 
Ifiklos, they say," cried one, '* and nonercan pass 
the road for many a day." 

" If they can not come from Pesth they can 
come from Iiermanstadt,*from Temesvar, from 
Klausenberg. Guests can come from any quar- 
ter," cried the overseer. 

I listened with amusement to the discussion 
that followed ; the various sentiments they utter- 
ed as to whether this system of open hospitality 
raised the character of a country, or was not a 
heavy mulct out of the rights which the local 
poor possessed on the properties of their rich 
neighbors. 

** Kvorv flask of tokayer drunk at the upper 
table," cried one, '* is an eimer of mediasch lost 
to the poor man." 



" That is the true wxv to look at ity" cried an- 
other. "We want neitlier eoonta nor t(dcayer." 

**Tliat was a Saxon dog balked tfaane!" called 
out the oreneer. '* No Hangarian ever reviled 
what his land is most fiuned for." 

*' Here oome traviders now," shooted cme from 
the gate. **I hear faomi at fall speed on the 
Slansenbeig road." 

"Lanterns lo.ihe gate, and stand free of the 
road !" cried the orerseer : and now the scene be- 
came one of striking excitement, as the lights flit- 
ted rapidly from place to place; the great arch of 
the gate being accurately marked in outline, and 
the deep cleft in the snow lined on either side by 
lanterns suspended between posts. 

" They're coming ax a fuiioiis pace,"cried one ; 
" they've pafsed the toll-bridge at fuQ gallop." 

" Then it's the Count himself," chimed in an- 
other. **There*s none but he could force the 
toll-bar." 

**It*s a countiT wagon, with four juckers; 
and here it comes :" and as he spc^ four sweat>- 
ing hones swung through the gateway, and came 
full speed into the court. 

**A\liere is Kitzhu:h? Call Eitzlach ! call the 
doctor!** screamed a voice from the wagon. 
*' Tell him to come down at once." 

**Out with the juckere, and harness a fresh 
team.*' cried the same voice. And now, as he 
descended from the wagon, he was surrounded 
■ with eager figures, all anxious to hear his tidings. 
: As I could gather nothing fixmi where I was I 
, hastily threw on a fur coat, and made my way 
down to the court I soon learned the news. 
A terrible disaster had befidlen the hunting-par- 
ty. A she-boar, driven frantic by her wounds, 
had dashed suddenly into the midst of them, 
slightly wounded the' Count and Jiis bead jager, 
but dangerously one of the guests, who had sus- 
tained a single combat with her and killed her ; 
not, however, without grievous injuiy to himself, 
for a large blood-vessel had been severed ; all the 
efforts to stanch which had been but half suc^ 
cessful. 

"Have you your tourniquet, doctor?" cried 
the youth from the wagon, as the equipage was 
turned again to the gate. 

"Every thing — every thing." 

'^You'll want any quantity of Unt and band- 
ages : and, remember, nothing can be had down 
yonder." 

"Make your mind easy! Tve forgotten no- 
thing. Just keep ydur beasts quiet till I get 
up. 

I drew nigh as he was about to mount, land 
whispered a word in his ear. 

"I don't know,*' said he, gruffly. "I can't 
see why you should ask. " 

"Why don't you get up?" cried the youth, 
impatiently. 

" There's a young fellow here importnning me 
to ask you for a place in the wagon. He thinks 
he knows this stranger." 

"Let him get in at once, then ; and let's have 
no more delays." And scarcely had we scram- 
bled to our places than the loud whip resounded 
with the quick, sharp report of pistol shots, and 
the beasts sprung out at once, rushed through 
the narrow gateway, and .were soon stretching 
along at their topmost pace through impoMsCrable 
blackness. 

Crouching in the straw at the bottom of the 
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wagon, I crept as closely as I could to where the 
doctor was seated beside the young man who 
drove. I was eager to hear what I could of the 
incident that had befallen ; but, to my great dis- 
appointment, they spoke in Hungarian, and all 
I could gather, from certain dropping expres- 
sions, was that both the Count and his English 
friend had been engaged in some rivalry of per- 
sonal daring, and that the calamity had come 
of this insane contest. "They'll never say, 
*Mad as a Hunyadi' any longer up at Lees. 
They'll say, *Mad as an Englishman.' " 

The young fellow spoke in wondrous admira- 
tion of the wounded man's courage and coolness, 
and described how he had taught them to pass a 
light ligature r6und his thigh, and tighten it fur- 
ther by inserting a stick to act as a screw. - * * Up 
to that," said he, "he had been bleeding like a 
tapped wine-fass ; and then he made them give 
him large goblets of strong Bordeaux to sustain 
him." 

"He's a bold-hearted fellow, then?" said the 
doctor. 

"The Count declares he has never met his 
eqnaL They were alone together when I start- 
ed, for the Englishman said he had something 
for the Count's own ear and begged the others 
to withdraw." 

"So he thought himself in danger?" 

" That he did, I sa*.v him myself take off a 
large signet ring and lay it on the table beside 
his watch, and he pointed them out to Hunyadi 
as he came in and said something in English ; 
but the Count rejoined quickly, 'No, no. It's 
not come to that yet' " 

While they spoke slowly I wa^ able to gather 
at least the meaning of what passed between 
them, but I lost all clew so soon as they talked 
eagerly and rapidly; so that, confused by the 
unmeaning sounds, and made drowsy by the 
fresh night-air, I at last fell off into a heavy 
sleep. 

I was awakened by the noise of the wheels 
over a paved street. I looked up, and saw, by 
the struggling light of a breaking dawn, that we 
were in a village where a number of people were 
awaiting us. " Have you brought the doctor ?" 
" Where is the doctor ?" cried several together ; 
and 'he was scarcely permitted to descend, so 
eager were they to seize and carry him off. 

A dense crowd was gathered before the door 
of a small two-storied house, into which the 
doctor now disappeared ; and I, mixing with the 
mass, tried as best I might to ^k how the wound- 
ed man was doing, and what hopes there were 
of his life. While I thus went from, one to an- 
other vainly endeavoring to make my question 
intelligible, I heard a loud voice cry out in Ger- 
man. "Where is the young fellow who says 
he knows him ?'* 

"Here," cried I, boldly; "I believe I know 
him — I am almost sure I do." 

"Come to the door, then, and look in; do 
not utter a word 1" cried a tall dark man, I soon 
knew to be Count Hunyadi. "Mind, Sir, for 
your life sake, that you don't disturb him." 

I crept on tip-toe to the slightly open door, 
and looked in. There, on a mattress on the 
floor, a tall man was lying, while the doctor 
knelt beside him, and seemed to press with all 
his weight on his thigh. The sick man slowly 
tamed his fictce to the light, and it was my fa- 



ther ; my knees trembled, my sight grew dim — 
strength suddenly forsook me, and I fell power- 
less and senseless to the ground. 

They were bathing my face and temples with 
vinegar and water to rally me when the doctor 
came to say the sick man desired to see me. In 
a moment the blood rushed to my head, and I 
cried out, "I am ready!" ^ 

"Be calm. Sir. A mere word, a gestore, 
may prove &.tal to him," whispered the doctor 
to me. " His life hangs on a thread." 

Count Hunyadi was kneeling beside my jhther, 
and evidently trying to catch some faint words 
he was saying, as J^tole forward and knelt down 
by the bedside. My father turned his eyes slow- 
ly round till they fell upon me, when their ex- 
pression suddenly changed from the look of 
weary apathy to a stare of full and stead&st 
meaning — intense, indeed, in significance; bat 
I dare not say that this conveyed any thing like 
love or affection for me. 

" Come closer I" cried he, in a hoarse whisper. 
"It is Digby, is it not? This boy is my son, 
Hunyadi," he said, with an increased effort 
" Give me your hand." He took my trembling 
fingers in his cold moist hand, and passed the 
large signet ring over my second finger. " He is 
my heir. Gentlemen !" he cried, in a tone at 
once haughty and broken by debility, " my name, 
my title, my fortune all pass to him. By to-mor- 
row you will call him Sir Digby — " 

He could not finish — his lips moved without 
a sound. I was conscious of no more than being 
drawn heavily across the floor, not utterly bereft 
of reason, but dulled and stunned as if from the 
effect of a heavy blow. 

When I was able I crept back to the room. 
It was now the decline of day. A large white 
cavalry cloak covered the boay. I knelt down 
beside it, and cried with a bursting heart tOl 
late into the night 
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Of what followed that night of mourning I re- 
member but snatches and brief glimpses^ There 
is nothing more positively torturing to the mind 
in sorrow than the way in which the mere ex- 
citement of grief robs the intellect of all ppwer 
of perspective, and gives to the smallest, mean- 
est incidents the prominence and force of great 
events. It is as though the jar given to the 
nervous system had untuned us for the entire 
world, and all things come amiss. I am sure, 
indeed, I know it would have been impossible 
to have met more gentle and considerate kind- 
ness than I now experienced on every hand, 
and yet I lived in a sort of feverish irritability, 
as though expecting each moment to have my 
position questioned, and my right to be there 
disputed. 

in obedience to the custom of the country, it 
was necessary that the funeral should take place 
\rithin forty-eight hours after death, and thoa£^ 
^11 the details had been carefully looked to by 
the Count's orders, certain questions still shonld 
be asked of me, and my leave obtained for cer- :' 
tain acts. 

The small Church of Hunyadi -Naj^oa 



rf'^ r '^ r'^ # "^^ ♦■^^ • 



4o 



TELAT BOY'^OF NOBCOTTa 



fixed on for the last resting-place. It contalbed 
tiie graves of eight generations of Hnnyadis, and 
to accord a plaoB among them to a stranger and 
a Protestant was deemed a high honor. Afflic- 
tion seemed to have developed in me all the pride 
of my race, for I can recall vrith. what raUen han- 
teor I heard of this concesdjji^ and Hfer took 
it as a favor accorded than ^Repted. ^Hi over- 
weening sense of all that my father himself 
would have thought due to his memory was on 
me, and I tortured my mind to think that no 
mark of honor he would have desired should be 
forgotten. As a soldier, he had right to a sol- 
dier's funeral, and a '' Hon^" battalion, with 
their band, received orders to be present. For 
miles around the landed gentry and nobles poured 
in, with hosts of followers. Next to a death in 
battle there was no such noble death as in the 
hnnting-field, and the splendid prowess of my 
fi&ther*s achievements had won him imperishable 
honor. 

All was conducted as if for the funeral of a 
magnate of Hungary. The titles and rank of 
the deceased were proclaimed aloiid as we entered 
the grave-yard, and e^h whose station entitled 
him to be thought a friend came forward and 
kissed the pall as the body was borne in. 

One part of the ceremony overcame me alto- 
gether. When the third round of musketry had 
rung out over the grave a solemn pause of half 
a minute or so was to ensue, then the band was 
to burst out with the first bars of ** God preserve 
the Emperor I" and while a wild cheer arose, 
I was to spring into the saddle of my father's 
horse, which had been led close after the coffin, 
and to join the cheer. This soldier declaration 
that death was but a passing terror revolted me 
to the heart, and I over and over asserted I could 
not do this. They would not yield, however; 
they regarded my reasons as childish sentiment- 
ality, and half mipugned my CQurage besides. 
I do not know why I gave in, nor am I sure I 
ever did yidd ; but when the heavy smoke of the 
last round slowly rose over the biir, I felt my- 
self jerked up into the saddle at a horse that 
plunged wildly and struck out miadly in affright, 
mfh a rider's instinct I held my seat, and even 
managed the bounding animal with the hand of 
a practiced rider. Four fearful bounds I sat un- 
shaken, while the air rang \rith the hoarse cheer 
of some thousand voices, and then a sickness 
like ^eath itself gathered over my heart — a sense 
of horror, of where I was and why, came over 
me. My arms fell powerless to my sides, and 
I rolled from the saddle and fell senseless and 
stnnned to the ground. 

Without having received serious injury, I was 
too ill to be removed from the little village of 
Naglos, where I was confined to bed for ten days. 
The doctor remained with me for some days, 
and came again and again to visit me afterward. 
The chief care of me, however, devolved on my 
&ther's valet, a smart young Swiss, whom I had 
difficulty in believing not to be English, so per- 
fectly did he speak our language. 

I soon saw this fellow was thoroughly con- 
versant with all my father's history, and, wheth- 
er in his confidence or not, knew every thing that 
concerned him, and understood his temperament 
and nature to perfection. There was much 
adroitness in the way in which he showed me 
iids^ withoat ever ahocking my pride or offend- 



ing my taste bj any disiday of a sapposed infln- 
ence. Of his consummate tact I need give but 
one — a very sli^t instance, it is true, bat enough 
to denote the man. He, in addressing me as 
Sir Digby, remarked how the sound of my newly 
acquired title seemed to recall my fiither to my 
mind at once, and ever after limited himself to 
saying simply, ''Sir,** which attracted no atten- 
tion from me. 

Another instance of his address I most record 
also. I had got my writing-desk on the bed, 
and was writing to my mother, to whom I had 
already dispatched two tel^n:aphic messages, but 
as yet received no reply. " I beg pardon, Sir," 
said La Grange, entering in his usual noiseless 
fashion ; ** but I thought you would like to know 
that my lady has left Schloss Hunyadi She 
took her departure last night for Pesth." 

** You mean — ?" I filtered, not really know- 
ing what I would say. 

** Yes, Sir," said he, thoroughly aware of what 
was passing in my mind. ' ' Sl^ admitted no one, 
not even the doctor, and started at last with only 
a few words of adieu in writing fbr the Countess. 

'*What impression has this left? How are 
they speaking of her?" asked I, blurting out 
against my will what was working within me. 

"I believe, Sir," said he, with a very fidnt 
smile, '* they lay it all to English ways and hab- 
its. At least I have heard no other conunents 
than such as would apply to these.** 

*^ Be sure that you give rise to no others," said 
I, sternly. 

** Of course not, Sir. It wonld be highly un- 
becoming in me to do so.*' 

"And greatly to your disservice besides," 
added I, severely. 

He bowed in acquiescence, and said no more. 

"How long have you served my father, La 
Grange?" asked L 

"About two years, Sir. I succeeded Mr. 
Nixon, Sir, who often spoke of you.** 

" Ah, I remember Nixon. Wliat became of 
him?" 

"He set up the Hotel Victoria at Spa, Sir. 
Yon know. Sir, that he married, and married 
very well too ?" 

"No, I never heard of it," said I, carelessly. 

"Yes, Sir; he married Delorme's daughter, 
la belle Pauline they used to call her at Brussels.'* 

" What ! Pauline Delorme ?" said I, growing 
crimson with I know not what feeling. 

^* Yes, Sir, the same ; and she's the size of old 
Pierre her father already; not but she's hand- 
some still — ^but such a monster!" 

I can not say with what delight I heard of her 
disfigurement. It was a malice that warmed my 
heart like some good news. 

"It was Sir Boger, Sir, that made the match.** 

"How could that be? What could he care 
about it?'* 

" Well, Sir, he certainly gave Nixon five him- 
dred pounds to go and propose for her, and prom- 
ised old Pierre his patronage if he agreed to it.** 

* * Are you sure of this ?" asked I, eagerly. 

"Nixon himself told me. Sir. I remember 
he said, * I haven't much time to lose about it;, 
for the tutor, Mr. Eccles, is quite ready to take 
her, on the same terms, and Sir Roger doesn*t 
care which of us it is. ' " 

" Nor the lady either, apparently,** said 1, 1^ 
credibly. 
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' ' Of coarse not Pauline was too well bronght 
op for that." 

I was not going to discnss this point of ethics 
with Mr. La Grange, and soon fell off into a vein 
of reflection over early loTes, and what thej led 
to, which took me at last miles away from Pau- 
line Delorme and her fascinations. 

I would have liked much to learn what sort of 
a life my father had led of late : whether he had 
jdnnged into habits of dissipation and excess ; or 
whe&er any feeling of remorse had weighed with 
him, and that he sorrowed over the misery and 
the sorrow he had so recklessly shed around him ; 
but I shrunk from qi^tioning a servant on such 
matters, and merely asked as to his habitual spir- 
its and temper. 

^^ Sir Roger was unlike every other gentleman 
I ever lived \nth. Sir, " said he. *' He was never 
in high spirits except when he was hard up for 
money. Put him down in a little country inn to 
wait for his remittances, and live on a few francs 
a day till they arrived, and I never saw his equal 
for good-humor. He'd play with the children ; 
he'd work in the garden. I've seen him harness 
the donkey, and go off for a load of fire-wood. 
There's nothing he would not do to oblige, and 
with a kind word and a smile for every one all 
the while ; but if some morning he'd get up with 
a dark frown on his face, and say, ' La Grange, 
get in your bills here and pay them ; we must get 
away from this dog-hole ;' I knew well the bank- 
er's letter had come, and that whatever he might 
want it would not be money." 

"And had my lady — ^Madame, I mean — ^no 
influence over him ?" 

" None, Sir, or next to none ; he was all cere- 
mony with her ; took her in to dinner every day 
with great state, showed her every attention at 
table, left her at liberty to spend what money she 
liked. If she fancied an equipage, it was or- 
dered at once. If she liked a bracelet, it was 
sent home. As to toilet, I believe there are 
queens have not as many dresses to change. We 
had two fourgons of her luggage alone when we 
came to the Schloss, and she was always saying 
there was something she was longing for." 

" Did not this irritate my father?" 

" No, Sir ; he would simply say, * Don't wish, 
but write for it.' And I verily believe this indif- 
ference piqued her— she saw that no sacrifice of 
money cost him any thing, and this thought 
wounded her pride." 

"So that there was not much happiness be- 
tween them ?" 

" There was none. Sir ! Somethmg there was 
that Sir Roger would never consent to, but which 
she never ceased to insist on ; and I often won- 
dered how she could go on to press a man of his 
dangerous temper as she did, and at times she 
would do so to the very verge of a provocation. 
Do you know. Sir," said he, after a short silence, 
*'if I was to be on my oath to-morrow, I'd not 
say that he was not seeking his death when he 
met it. I never saw a man so sick of life — he 
was only puzzled how to lay it down without dis- 
honor.'*^ 

I motioned him to leave me as he said this, and 
of my father I never spoke to him more. 
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Two telegrams came from my mother. They 
were little other than repetitions. She had heeia 
ill, and was impatient to see me. In the last 
she added that she would shorten the distance 
between us by coming to Dublin to meet me. I 
was to inquire for her at " Elridge's HoteL'* 

I was no less eager to be with her ; but thera 
were many matters of detail which still delayed 
me. First of all, all my father's papers and ef- 
fects were at Schloss Hunyadi, and some of these 
were all-essential to me. On arriving at the Cas- 
tle, a sealed package addressed Sir Digby Nor- 
cott, Bart., in Madame Cleremont's hand, was 
given me. On opening, I found it contained a 
bunch of keys, without one word of any kind. 
It was an unspeakable relief to me to discover 
that she had not sent me either her condolences 
or her threats, and I could scarcely reassure my- 
self that we had parted thus easily. 

My father's personal luggage might have suf- 
ficed for half a dozen people. Not only did he 
carry a^ut a quantity of clothes that no ordi- 
nary life could have required, but that he journey- 
ed with every imaginable kind of weapon, togeth- 
er \nth saddlery and horse-gear of all feshions 
and shapes, fishing-tackle and hunting-spears 
abounded ; and lassos of Mexican make seemed 
to show that he had intended to have carried his 
experiences to the great savannas of the West. 

From what I had seen of him, I was in no way 
prepared for the order and regularity in which I 
foimd his papers. All that regarded his money- 
matters was contained in one small oak desk, in 
which I found a will, a copy of which it was stated 
was deposited with Norton and Temple, solicitors, 
Fumival's Inn. The document ran thus : 

" I leave whatever I may die possessed of in 
personal or real property to the wife I have long 
neglected, in trust for the boy I have done much 
to corrupt. With time^ and in the enjoyment 
of better fortune, they may learn to forgive me ; 
but, even if they should not, it will little trouble 
the rest of Rogeb Nobcott. 

' * I desire that each of my servants in my serv- 
ice at the time of my death should receive a 
quarter's wages ; but no present or gratuity of 
any kind. It is a class that always served me 
with fear and dislike, and whose services I ever 
accepted vdth distrust and repugnance. 

"I also desire that my retriever, * Spy,* be shot 
as soon after my death as may be, and that my 
other dogs be given away to persons v^ho have 
never known me, and that my heirs will be par- 
ticular on this head, so that none shall pretend 
that they inherit this or that of mine in token of 
friendship or affectionate remembrance. 

" There are a few objects of furniture in the 
care of Salter, the house-agent at Brussels, of 
which I beg my wife's acceptance ; they are in- 
trinsically of little value, but she will know how 
dearly we have both paid for them. This is alL 
' ' (Signed) Rooeb Norcott, Bart. 

"Witnesses, Joseph Granes, head groom. 
" Paul Lanton, house steward." 

This will, which bore for date only four months 
prior to his death, did not contain any, the slidtt- 
est allusion to Madame Cleremont^ W«a^[^^ 
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by some antecedent arrangement he had taken 
care to provide for her, omitting, through a sense 
of delicacy to my mother, all mention of her 
name ? This I could not guess at the time, nor 
did I erer discover afterward. 

In a larger desk I found a mass of letters ; 
th^ were tied in packets, each with a ribbon of* 
different color ; they were all in women's hand- 
writing. There were several miniatures on ivoiy, 
one of which was of my mother, when a girl of 
about eighteen. It was exceedingly beautiful, 
and wore an expression of girlish innocence and 
frankness positively charming. On the back, 
in my father's hand, there was — "Why won't 
they keep this look? Is the fault theirs or 
ours r 

Of the contents of the bo.i I committed all to 
the flames except that picture. A third desk, the 
key of which was appended to his watch, contain- 
ed a manuscript in his writing, headed "My 
Cleremont Episode, how it began, and how it 
can not but end." I own it pushed my curiosity 
sorely to throw this into the fire without reading 
it; but I felt it would have been a disloyalty, 
which, had he lived, he never would have pfu*don- 
ed, and so I restrained myself, and bum^ it. 

()ne box, strongly strapped with bands of brass, 
and opening by a lock of most complicated mech- 
anism, was filled with articles of jewelry, not 
only such trinkets as men affect to wear in shirt- 
studs and watch-pendants, but the costlier objects 
of women's wear ; there were rings and charms, 
bracelets of massive make, and necklaces of great 
value. There was a diamond cross too, at back 
of which was a locket, with a braid of very beau- 
tiful fair hair. This looked as though it had 
been worn, and if so, how had it come back to 
him again ? by what stoiy of sorrow, perhaps of 
death? 

If a sentiment of honor and loyalty had made 
me bum all the letters, I had found there was no 
restraining the exercise of my imagination as to 
theise relics, every one of which I invested with 
some stoiy. In a secret drawer of this box was 
a considerable sum in gold, and a letter of credit 
for a large amount on Escheles, of Vienna, by 
which it appeared that he had won the chief prize 
of ihe Frankfort lottery, in the spring drawing ; a 
piece of fortune which, by a line in his handwrit- 
ing, I saw he believed was to cost him dearly : 
" What is to be counterpoise to this luck ? An 
infidelity, or a sudden death ? I can't say that 
either ai&ight me, but I think the last would be 
less of an insult." 

In every relic of him the same tone of mock- 
ery prevailed — an insolent contempt for the world 
— a disdain from which he did not exempt him- 
self—went through all he said or did ; and it was 
plain to see that, no matter how events went 
with him, he always sufficed for his own unhap- 
piness. 

What a relief it was to me to turn from this 
perpetual scorn to some two or three letters of 
my dear mother's, written after their separation 
indeed, but in a spirit of such thorough forgive- 
ness, and with such an honest desire for his wel- 
fare, that I only wondered how any heart could 
have resisted such loving generosity. I really 
believe nothing so jarred upon him as her humil- 
ity. Every reference to their inequality of con- 
dition seemed to afiect him like an insult; and 
on the back of one of her letters there was writ- 



ten, in pencil, "Does she imagine I ever foi^ 
from what I took her ; or that the memory is a 
pleasant one ?" 

Mr. La Grange's curiosity to learn what amount • 
of money my father had left behind him, and 
what were the dispositions of his will, pushed 
my patience very hard indeed. I could not, ' 
however, exactly afford to get rid of him, as he 
had long been intrusted with the payment of 
tradesmen's bills, and he was in a position to 
involve me in great difficulty, if so disposed. 

At last we set out for England; and never 
shall I forget the strange effect produced upon 
me by the deference my new station attracted 
toward me. It seemed to me but yesterday that 
I was the companion of poor Hanserl, of the 
" yard ;" and now I had become, as if by magic, 
one of the &vored of the earth. The fame of 
being rich spreads rapidly, and my reputation 
on that head lost nothing through any reserve or 
forbearance of my valet. I was an object of in- 
terest, too, as the son of that daring Englishman 
who had lost his life so heroicaUy. Heaven 
knows how La Grange had related the tragic 
incident, nor ^vith what embellishment he £ul 
been pleased to adorn it. I can only say that 
half my days were passed in assuring eager in- 
quirers that I was neither present at the adven- 
ture nor wounded in the affray ; and all my ef- 
forts were directed to proving that I was a most 
insignificant person, and without the smallest 
claim to interest on any side. 

Arrived in London, I was once more a " per- 
sonage;" at least, to my &mily solicitors. My 
father's will had been already proved, and I was 
recognized in all form as the hebr to his title and 
fortune. They were eager to know would 1 re- 
store the family seat at Hexham. The Abbey 
was an architectural gem that all England was 
proud of, and I was eagerly entreated not to 
suffer it to drop into decay and ruin. The rep- 
resentation of the borough — ^long neglected by 
my family — only needed an effort to secure ; and 
would I not like the ambition of a parliamenta- 
ry life ? What glimpses of future greatness were 
shown me ! what possible chances of this or that 
attained that would link me with real rank for- 
ever ! And all this time I was pining to clasp 
my mother to my arms ; to pour out my whole 
heart before her, and tell her that I loved a pale 
Jewish girl, silent and half-sad looking, but whose 
low soft voice still echoed within my heart ; and 
whose cold hand had left a thrill after its touch 
that had never ceased to move me. 

* * Oh, Digby, my own, own darling !" cried she, 
as she hugged me in her arms, "what a great 
tall fellow you have grown, and how like — how 
like him !" and she burst into a torrent of tears, 
renewed every time that she raised her eyes to 
my face, and saw how I resembled my father. 
There seemed an ecstasy in this grief of which 
she never wearied, and day after day she would 
sit holding my hand, gazing wistfully at me, and 
only turning away as her tearful eyes grew dim 
with weeping. I will not dwell on the days we 
passed together, full of sorrow they were, but a 
sorrow so hallowed by affection that we felt an 
unspeakable calm shed over us. 

My great likeness to my father, as she first 
saw him, made her mind revert to that period, 
and she never ceased to talk of that time of hope 
and happiness. Ever ready to ascribe any thing 



THAT BOY OF NORCOTT'S. 



n 



tmfavorable in his character to the evil influences 
of others, she maintained that though occasion- 
allj carried away by hot temper and passion, he 
was not only the soul of honor but had a heart 
of tenderness and gentleness. Curious to find 
out what sudden change of mind had led him 
after years of neglect and forgetfulness to renew 
his relations with her, by remitting money to her 
banker, we examined all that we could of his 
letters and papers to discover a clew to this mys- 
tery. Baffled in all our endeavors, we were 
driven at length to write to the Frankfort bank- 
er through whom the letter of credit had come. 
As we assumed to say that the money should be 
repaid by us, in this way hoping to trace the 
histonr of the incident, we received for answer, 
that though bound strictly to secrecy at the time, 
events had since occurred which in a measure 
removed that obligation. The advance, he de- 
clared, came from the house of Hodnig and Op- 
povich, Fiume, who having failed since that time, 
there was no longer the same necessity for re- 
serve. *'It is only this morning," he added, 
^* that we have received news of the death of 



Herr Ignaz Oppovich, the last of this once opu- 
lent firm, now reduced to utter ruin." 

My mother and I gazed on each other in si- 
lence as we read these words, when at length 
she threw her arms around me and said, ^'Let 
us go to her, Digby ; let us set out this very day." 

Two days after we were on the Rhine. I was 
seated with my mother on the deck of a river 
steamer, when I was startled to heai; a voice ot- 
ter my name. The speaker was a burly stout 
man of middle age, who walked the deck with 
a companion to whom he talked in a loud tone. 

**I tell you, Sir," said he, "that boy of Nor- 
cott*s, what between those new coal-fields and 
the Hexham property, can't have less than ten 
thousand a year." 

"And he*s going to marry a rich Austrian 
Jewess they say," replied the other, "as if his 
own<fortune was not enough for him." 

" He'll marry her, and desert her just as hia 
fether did." 

I have but to say that I accomplished one put 
of this prediction, and hope never to fulfill the 
other. 
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Pelham. By Bufwer $0 75 

The Diaowned. By Bulwer, 76 

Devereuz. By Bulwer 60 

Paul Clifford. ByBulwer 60 

Eugene Aram. By Bulwer 60 

The Last Days of PompelL By Bulwer 60 

The Czarina. By Mrs. Hofland 60 

BienzL ByBulwer 76 

Self-Devotion. By Miss Campbell 60 

The Nabob at Home 60 

Ernest Maltravere. By Bulwer 60 

Alice ; or, The Mjrateries. By Bulwer 60 

The Last of the Barons. By Bulwer 1 00 

Forest Days. By James 50 

Adam Brown, the Merchant. By U. Smith ... 50 

Pilgrims of the Rhine. By Bulwer 25 

The Home. By Miss Bremer 50 

The Lost Ship. By Captain Neale 75 

The False Heir. By James 50 

/The Neighbors. By Miss Bremer 60 

Nina. By Miss Bremer 60 

The President's Daughters. By Miss Bremer. . 25 

The Banker's "Wife. By Mrs. Gore 50 

The Birthright. By Mrs. Gore 26 

New Sketches of Every-day Life. By Miss Bremer 60 

Arabella Stuart. By James 50 

The Grumbler. By Miss Pickering 50 

The Unloved One. By Mrs. Holland 50 

Jack of the MilL By William Howitt 25 

TheHeretic. By Lajetchnikoflf 50 

The Jew. By Spindler. 75 

Arthur. By Sue 75 

Chatsworth. ByWard 50 

The Prairie Bird. By C. A. Murray 1 00 

Amy Herbert By Miss Sewell 50 

Bose d' Albret. By James 50 

The Triumphs of Time. By Mrs. Marsh 75 

TheH Family. By Miss Bremer 50 

The Grandfather. By Miss Pickering 60 

Arrah Neil. By James 60 

The Jilt 50 

Tales from the German 50 

Arthur Arundel. By H.Smith 60 

Agincourt By James 50 

The Regent's Daughter 50 

The Maid of Honor 50 

Safia. By De Beauvoir 50 

Look to the End. ByMr8.Elli8 60 

The Improvisatore. By Andersen 60 

The Gambler's Wife. By Mrs. Grey 50 

Veronica. By Zschokke 60 

Zoe. By Miss Jewsbury 50 

Wyoming 60 

De Rohan. By Sue 50 

Sell By the Author of "CecU" 75 

The Smuggler. By James 76 

The Breach of Promise 60 

Parsonage of Mora. By Miss Bremer 25 

A Chance Medley. By T. C. Grattan 60 

The White Slave 1 00 

The Bosom Friend. ByMrs.Grey 50 

Amaury. By Dumas 50 

The Author's Daughter. 'By lAary Howitt .... 25 

Only a Fiddler, &c. By Andersen 50 

TheWhiteboy. By Mrs. HaU 50 

The Foster-Brother. Edited by Leigh Hunt. . . 50 

Love and Mesmerism. By H. Smith 76 

Ascanio. By Dumas 75 

Lady of Milan. Edited by Mrs. Thomson. .... 75 

The Citizen of Prague 1 00 

The Royal Favorite. By Mrs. Gore 60 

The Queen of Denmark. ]|^ Mrs. Gore 50 

The Elves, &0. ByTieck 60 

76w The Stepmother. ByJemea 126 
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76. Jessie's Flirtations $0 60 

77. Chevalier d'Harmental. By Dumas 60 

78. Peers and Parvenus. By Mrs. Gore 60 

79. The Commander of Malta. By Sue 60 

80. The Female Minister 60 

81. Emilia Wyndham. By Mrs. Marsh 75 

82. The Bush-Ranger. By Charles Rowcroft 60 

83. The Chronicles of Clovemook 26 

84 Genevieve. By Lamartine 26 

86. Livonian Tales 26 

86. Lettice Arnold. By Mrs. Marsh 26 

87. Father Darcy. By Mrs. Marsh 75 

88. Leontine. By Mrs. Maberly 60 

89. Heidelbei^. By James 60 

90. Lucretia. By Bulwer 75 

91. Beauchamp. By James 76 

92. 94. Fortescue. By Knowles 1 00 

93. Daniel Dennison, &c. By Mrs. Hofland 60 

95. Cinq-Mars. By De Vigny 60 

96. Woman's Trials. By Mrs. S. C. HaU 76 

97. The Castle of Ehrenstein. By James 50 

9a Marriage. By Miss S. Ferrieit 60 

99. Roland CasheL By Lever 1 26 

100. The Martins of Cro' Martin. By Lever 1 26 

101. Russell. By James 60 

102. A Simple Story. By Mrs. Inchbald 60 

103. Norman's Bridge. By Mrs. Marsh 60 

104. Alamance 60 

105. Margaret Graham. By James 26 

106. The Wayside Cross. By E. H. Milman 26 

107. The Convict. By James 60 

108. Midsummer Eve. By Mrs. S. C. HaU 50 

109. Jane Eyre. By Currer BeU 76 

110. The Last of the Fairies. By James 26 

111. Sir Theodore Broughton. By James 60 

112. Self-ControL By Mary Brunton 75 

113. 114. Harold. By Bulwer 1 00 

115. Brothers and Sisters. By Miss Bremer 60 

116. Gowrie. By James 60 

117. A Whim and its Consequences. By James. . . 50 

118. Three Sisters and Three Fortunes. By G. H. 

119. The Discipline of Life . *. '. *. '. '.'.V.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.V.'.V. '. ', 60 

120. Thirty Years Since. By James 75 

121. Mary Barton. By Mrs. GaskeU 60 

122. The Great Hoggarty Diamond. By Thackeray 26 

123. The Forgery. By James 60 

124. The Midnight Sun. By Miss Bremer 26 

125, 126. The Caxtons. By Bulwer 76 

127. Mordaunt HaU. By Mrs. Marsh 60 

128. My Unde the Cm-ate 60 

129. The Woodman. By James 75 

130. The Green Hand. A " Short Yam" 76 

131. Sidonia the Sorceress. By Meinhold 1 00 

132. Shirley. By Currer BeU 1 00 
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135. Sir Edward Graham. By Miss Sinclair 1 00 
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137. The Wilmingtons. By Mrs. Marsh 60 

138. Ned Allen. By D. Hannay 60 

139. Night and Morning. By Bulwer 76 

140. The Maid of Orleans 76 

141. Antonina. By Wilkie CoUins 60 

142. Zanoni. ByBulwer 80 

143. Reginald Hastings. By Warburton 60 

144. Pride and Irresolution 60 

145. The Old Oak Chest By James 60 

146. JuUa Howard. By Mrs. Martin BeU 60 

147. Adelaide Lindsay. Edited by Mrs. Marsh. ... 60 
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168. Henry Smeftton. By James $0 60 

163. Time, the Ayengnr. By Bin. Ifanh 60 

164. The Commissioner. By James. ^ 1 00 

166. The Wife's Sister. By Birs. HnMbck 60 

166. The Gold Worshipers 60 

167. The Daughter of Night By Follom 60 

168. Stuart of Danleath. By Hon. Caroline Norton 60 

169. Arthur Conway. By Captain £. H. Milman. . 60 

160. The Fate. By James 60 

161. The Lady and the Priest By Mrs. Maberly. . 60 

168. Aims and Obstacles, hj SwansA 60 

168. The Tutor's Ward 80 

164 Florence Sackville. By Mrs. Burbury 76 

166. Ravenscliffe. 1^ Mrs. Marsh 60 

106. Maurice Tiemay. By Lever 100 

167. The Head of the Family. By Miss Mulock. . . 76 

168. Darien. ByWarburton 60 

169. Falkenburg 76 

170. The Daltons. By Lever. 1 60 

171. Ivar ; or, The Sl^uts-Boy. By Miss Carlen . . 60 

172. Peqninillo. By James 60 

178. Anna Hammer. By Temme 60 

174. A Life of Vicissitudes. By James 60 

176. Henry Esmond. By Thackeray 75 

176, 177. My NoveL By Bulwer 1 60 

178. Katie Stewart By Mrs. Oliphant 26 

179. Castle Avon. By Mrs. Marsh 60 

180. Agnes SoreL By James 60 

181. Agatha's Husband. By Miss Mulock 60 

182. ViUette. By Currer Bell 76 

183. Lover's Stratagem. By fiiiss Carlen 60 

184. Clouded Hapi^ness. By Countess D'Orsay. . . 60 

186. Charles Auchester. A Memorial 76 

166. Lady Lee's Widowhood 60 

187. The Dodd Family Abroad. By Lever 1 26 

188. Sir Jasper Carew. By Lever 76 

189. Quiet Heart By Mrs. OUphant 26 

190. Aubrey. By Mrs. Marsh 76 

191. Ticonderoga. By James 60 

192. Hard Times. By Dickens 60 

198. The Voung Husband. By Mrs. Grey 60 

194. The Mother's Itecompense. By Grace Aguilar. 76 

196. Avillion, and other Tales. By Miss Mulock. . . 1 26 

196. North and South. By Mrs. Gaskell 60 

197. Country Neighborhood. By Miss Dupuy 60 

198. Constance Herbert By Miss Jewsbury 60 

199. The Heiress of Haughton. By Mrs. Marsh. . . 60 

200. The Old Dominion. By James 60 

201. John Halifax. By Miss Mulock 75 

202. Evelyn Marston. By Mrs. Marsh 60 

203. Fortunes of Glencore. By Lever 50 

204. Leonora d^Oreo. By James 60 

206. Nothing New. By Miss Mulock 60 

206. The Koee of Ashurst By Mrs. Marsh 60 

207. The AtheUngs. By Mrs. Oliphant 75 

208. Scenes of Clerical Life. By George Eliot 76 

209. My Lady Ludlow. By Mrs. Gaskell 25 

210. 211. (Jerald Fitzgerald. By Lever 60 

212. A Life for a Life. By Miss Mulock 60 

218. Sword and Gown. By the Author of " Guy 

Livingstone" 26 

214 Misrepresentation. By Anna H. Drury 1 00 

215. The Mill on the Floss. By George EUot 75 

216. One of Them. By Lever 75 

217. A Day's Ride. ^ Lever 60 

218. Notice to Quit By Wills 50 

219. A Strange Story. By Bulwer 1 00 

220. The Struggles of Brown, Jones, and Bobinson. 

By Trollope 60 

291. Abel Drake's Wife. By John Saunders 75 

222. Olive Blake's Good Work. By John Cordy 

Jeaffireson 75 

223. The Professor's Lady 25 

204 Mistress and Maid. By Miss Mulock 60 

926. Aurora Floyd. By M. E. Braddon 75 

226. Barrington. By I>ever 76 

997. Sylvia's Lovers. By Mrs. GaskeU 76 

998. A First Friendship 60 

299. A Dark Night's Work. By Mrs. Gaskell 60 

980. Mrs. Lirriper's Lodgings 25 

281. StOlaves 76 

289. A Point of Honor 60 

988. live it Down. By Jeaflreson 1 00 

284 Martin Pole. By Saunders 60 

%5. Mary Ljmdsay. By Lady Emily Ponsonby. . . 60 

986. Eleanor's Victory. By M. £. Braddon 75 

987. Rachel Bay. By Trollope 60 

938. John Marchmont's Legacy, vij M. E. Braddon 75 

289. Annis Warleigh's Fortunes. By Holme Lee. . 76 

fe40. The Wife's Evidence. By Wills 60 

941. Barbara's History. By Amelia B. Edwards. . . 76 

942. Cousin Phillis. By Mrs. GaskeU 26 

"^ What wm be do with It? By Bulwer 1 60 

< The Ladder of Life. fTy Amelia BL Edwards. . 60 
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Denis DnvaL BylliadceKay $OM 

Maurice Dering. By tlie Author of ^^ Guy Liv- 
ingstone" 60 

Mar^u^ Denzil's History 75 

Quite Alone. By George Augustus Sala. 75 

Mattie: a Stray 75 

My Brother's Wifi& By Amelia B. Edwards. . 50 

Unde Silas. ByJ. S.LeFana 75 

Miss Mackenzie. By Anthony TroUope ^ 

On Guards By Annie Thomas W 

Theo Leigh. By Annie Thomas ^ 

Denis Donne. By Annie Thomas ^ 

Belial W 

Carry's Confession. "Bj the Anther of ^^ Mat- _. 

tie: astray J" 

Miss Carew. By Amelia B. Edwards ^ 

Hand and Glove. By Amelia B. Edwards. ... ^ * 

Guy DeverelL ByJ. S.LeFanu "" 

Half a Million of Money. By Amelia B. Ed- ^ 

wards 1^ 

The Belton Estate. By Anthony Trollope. ... ^ 

Agnes. By Mrs. Oliphant .^5 

Walter Croring. By Annie Thomas rr^ 

MaxweU Drewitt By Mrs. J. H. Riddell 16 

The Toilers of the Sea. By Victor Hugo 6ti 

Miss Maijoribanks. By Mrs. Oliphant &( 

The True History of a Little Ragamuffin 

Gilbert Rugge. By the Author of "A First -j. Q 

Friendship" 

Sans Merd: or, Kestrels and Falcons. By the 1 

Author 01 " Guy Livingstone" 

Fhemie Keller. By Mrs. J. H. RiddeU 

Land at Last By Edmund Yates 

Felix Holt the RadicaL By Geoiige Eliot .... 

Bound to thA Wheel. By John Saunders 

All in the Dark. By J. S. Le Fanu 

Kissing the Rod. By Edmund Yates 

The Race for Wealth. By Mrs. J. H. Riddell. . 
Lizzie Lorton of Greyrigg. By Mrs. E. Lynn 

Linton 

The Beauclercs, Fathw and Son. By Charles 

Clarke 

Sir Brooke Fossbrooke. By Charies Lever . . . 

Madonna Mary. By Mrs. Oliphant 

Cradock NowelL By R. D. Blackmore » ^ 

BemthaL From the German of L. M&hlbach. (^11. 

Rachel's Secret T*' 

The Claverings. By Anthony Trolloi>e (^ 

The Village on the Cliff. By Miss Thackeray. 25 

Played Out By Annie Thomas 75 

Black Sheep. By Edmund Yates 60 

Sowing the Wind. By Mis. K Lynn Lint(m. . 50 

Nora and Archibald I^ 60 

Raymond's Heroine 60 

Mr. Wynyard's Ward. By Holme Lee 60 

Alec Forbes of Howglen. By George Mac Don- 

aid 76 

No Man's Friend. By F. W. Robinson 76 

Called to Account. By Annie Thomas 60 

Caste 60 

The Curate*8 Discipline. By Mrs. Eiloart 60 

Circe. By Babington White 66 

The Tenants of Malory. By J. S. Le Fanu. ... 60 
Carlyon's Year. By the Author of **Lo8t Sir 

Massingberd,'* &c 25 

The Waterdale Neighbors. By the Author of 

"Paul Massie" 60 

Mabel' s Progress. By the Author of '* The Sto- 
ry of Aunt Margaret's Trouble'* 60 

Guild Court. A London Stoxy. By>Geoi^ 

Mac Donald 60 

The Brothers* Bet By Emilie Flygare Carien -25 
Playing for High Stakes. By Annie Thomas. . 60 

Margarets Engagement 60 

One of the Family. By the Author of " Car- 
lyon's Year" 25 

Five Hundred Pounds Reward. By a Barrister 60 

Brownlows. By Mrs. Oliphant 87 

Charlotte's Inheritance. By M. E. Braddon . . 60 
Jeannie's Quiet Life. By the Author of ** St 

Olaves," &c 60 

Poor Humanity. By F. W. Robtason 60 

Breakspeare ; or, the Fortunes of a Free Lance. 

By the Author of " Guy Livingstone'* 60 

A Lost Name. By J. Sheridan Le Fanu 60 

Love or Marriage ? By WUliam Black 60 

Dead-Sea Fruit By M. E. Braddon 60 

The Dower House. By Annie Thomas. ...... 60 

The Bramleighs of Bi8hop*s Folly. By Lever. 60 

Mildred. By Georgiana M. Craik 60 

Nature's Nobleman. By the^ Author of " Ra- 
chel's Secret** 60 

Kathleen. By the Author of ** Ba7inoad*s Ue- 
wAutf* 50 
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GuicdoWs Recollections of Lord 

Byron. My Recollections of Lord By- 
ron : and those of Eye- Witnesses of his 
Life. By the Countess Guiccioli. 
Thnulated by Hubert E. H. Jerning- 
Portrait. iimoy Cloth, 



This work is ftrOdngly able, with a keen appreda- 
tfmi off the tatifecti ana with remarkable diBcnmina- 
flon <^tlie ■nttioreae.'B special traits.— Z>ii<Iy TdegrapK 

Never before has Byron been so vividly portrayed 
and Us ehsractor so thoroaghly analyzed. The road- 



Thls book is of kreat valae ; for it collects the va- 
ilOQs opiiiknui of Lord Byron*s biofrraphers, presents 
thmii atone fflanoe, illnstrates themDv the letters and 
Journal ot the poet himself; and sabjects them to a 
Sacritlrism. PMMaUGassetU, 



He Knew He was Right. By 

Anthony Trollope, Author of 
" Phinecu Finn,'' " SmaU House at Al- 
Ungton^' " Orky Farm,'' 6^•r. Beau- 
tifully Illustrated. Fart I. Svo, Fa- 
per,^ 30 cents. 

We are prepared to name him among the illostrioos 
UHbct writers of Action. • • • The author's broad 
aMd ▼ffforoos portraitnre, his keen insight into char- 
aetor, fios snbue and penetrating observation, embrace 
too widely and pierce too deeply into the society 
aroond him not to give to all he writes the strength 
and consistency of a purpose ; and we cheerfhlly add 
that his porpose seems to ns to be nnexceptionable in 
IftB coturueoBS independence and brave humanity.— 



Dilki s Greater Britain. Greater 

Britain : a Record of Travel in English- 
speaking Countries during 1866 and 
1867. By Charles Wentworth 
DiLKE. With Maps and Illustra- 
tions. i2mo, ClotMi%i 00. 

lb, DOke's Judgment is not that of a blind partisan. 
ODt he is not ashamed to praise what he likes because 
tth^ypens to be American. His fairness and good- 
will are a double oflRBns& which the enemies of Amer- 
ta-ln Xngland win be Slow to forgive. They will do 

taCweibk 



Whympef^s Alaska. Travel and 

Adventure in the Territory of Alaska, 
formerly Russian America, now Ceded 
to the United States — cmd in various 
other parts of the North FcMfic. By 
Frederick Whymper. With Map 
and Illustrations. Crown Svo, Clodi, 
$2 50. 

Hr.Whymper*s capital and excellently-iUustrated 
book.— il Ihenofum. 

An admirable book, written with as much spirit as 
accuracy.— ixmdon DaUy Sews. 

Netnuis China. China and the 

Chinese: a General Description of the 
Country and its Inhabitants; its Cw- 
ilizcUion and Form of Government; its 
Religious and Social Institutions; its 
Intercourse with other Nations ; and 
its Present Condition' and Prospects. 
By the Rev. John L. Nevius, Ten 
Years a Missionary in China. With 
a Map and Illustrations. 1 2mo, Cloth, 

%^ 75- 

SThis work supplies a want, and supplies it well, bv 
ving us an interesting and instrucDve account of 
e present state of the Chinese empire— JST. F. "* — 



Charles Readers Novels: 



Hard Cash. A Matter -of -Fact Ro- 
mance. lUustra^ms. New Editim 8cv^ 
Paper^ 35 cetOs. 

Gr^th Gaunt; or, JeaJousy. WfA 
lUustraUms. huo. Paper, 25 cekts. 

It is Never too lAite to Mend. A Mai- 

ter-ofFact Romance. 8w, Paper, 35 €ent». 

Love me Little, Love me Long. Sfw, 
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Scotfs Fishing in American 

Waters, Fishing in American Waters, 
By Genio C. Scott. With One 
Hundred and Seventy Illustrations, 
Crown Svo, Cloth, Beveled. (Just 
Ready.) 

ThatBoyofNorcott's. A Novel. 

Illustrations. Svo, Paper, 25 cents. 

Beccher^s Sermons. Sermons by 

Henry Ward Beecher, Plymouth 
Church, Brooklyn, Selected from Pub- 
lished and Unpublished Discourses, and 
Revised by their Author, Complete in 
Two Volumes, Svo, With Steel Por- 
trait by Halpin. Cloth, $5 00. 

Fall of practical religion, holy fervor, common-Bense 
philoBophv, captivatiug imagination, high-toned mo- 
rality, ana vaned illuBtrations of precious truth.— uld- 
vwnct, 

Baldwin! s Pre-Historic Nations. 

Pre -Historic Nations ; or. Inquiries 
concerning some of the Great Peoples 
and Civilizations of Antiquity, and 
their Probable Relation to a still Older 
Civilization of the Ethiopians orCush- 
ites of Arabia, By John D. Baldwin, 
Member of the American Oriental So- 
ciety, i2mo, Cloth, $1 75. 

The Woman's Kingdom. A Love 

Story, By the Author of " John Hal- 
ifax,^^ Illustrations, ?>vo, Paper, %\ 00 -^ 
Cloth, $1 50. 

•* The Woman's Kingdom*' snetains the anthor's rep- 
utation as a writer of the purest and nohlest kihd of 
domeBtic stories.— iltfterusum. 

Baker's Cast Up by the Sea. 

Cast Up by the Sea; or, The Adven- 
tures of Ned Grey, By Sir Samuel 
W. Baker, M.A., F.R.G.S., Author 
of " The Albert IT Yanza Great Basin 
of the Nile;' " The Nile Tributaries of 
Abyssinia^' 6r*c, Numerous Illustra- 
tions, i2mo. Cloth, 75 cents. 

The tone of the book is healthy, and boys will find 
it overpoweringly interesting. Just to test the book, 
I put it in the hands of my youngest boy, and he never 
ate a meal with relish until he had finished Ned's 
marvelous adventures.- London Atheruewn, 



Abbotfs Life of Christ, yesus 

of Nazareth : his Life and Teachings ; 
Founded on the Four Gospels, and Il- 
lustrated by Reference to the Manners, 
Customs, Religious Beliefs, and Polit- 
ical Institutions of his Times, By 
Lyman Abbott. With Designs by 
Dori, De Laroche, Fenn, and others. 
Crown Svo, Cloth, Beveled Edges, 

%l 50- 

The simplicity of the plan spedallv pleases me. 
Tet yon really accomplish, in its execution, more than 
I find in some c^her Irvea, of Christ which make a good 
deal more pretension. Ton have hit upon a very valu- 
able combination of Biblical resources with researches 
in related fields. It is a real pleasure to be able to 
turn to a life of Christ which stimulates thought and 
refireshes the heart.— Ptq/^. Austxh Phslpb, (^Andover. 

The Moonstone. A Novel. By 

Wilkie Q,q\ax^%, Author of ^^ Arma- 
dale;' " The Woman in White,'' " No 
Name;' ^^Antonina," " Queen of 
Hearts," 6r'c, Illustrations, Svo, 
Cloth, $2 00 ; Paper, $1 50. 



* * * The careftilly-elaborate workmanship, and the 
wonderfhl couBtruction of the story ; the admirable 
manner in which every circumstance and incident is 
fitted together, and the skill with whidi the secret is 
kept to the last ; so that, when all seems to have been 
discovered, there is a final light thrown upon people 
and things which give them a significance they had 
not before.— JDondon AthetuBum. 

DixorHs- Her Majesty's Tower. 

Historic Studies in the Tower of Lon- 
don, With Frontispiece Plan of the 
Tower, By W. Hepworth Dixon. 
\2mo. Cloth, 60 cents. 

More fascinating than the daintiest of romances. — 
'Exami'MT, 

Natures Nobleman. A Novel. 

By the Author of Rachel's Secret^' 
&'c, Svo, Paper, 50 cents. 

We feel bound to praise this book. We want onr 
readers to read it for themselves, and to get ft-om the 
novel the same fresh and rare enjoyment that we hare 
found in its pages.— Xkmdon Athenaum, 

Draper^ s Civil War. History 

of the American Civil War, By John 
William Draper, M.D., LL.D. In 
Three Volumes, • ( Vol, II, just pub- 
lished,) Svo, Cloth, $3 so per vol. 

With a fluent eloquence, a vast array of focts, a ludd 
arrangement, and an ar;eumentative skOl, the problem 
of the civil war is solved as an event bom of nnmeroos 
antecedent causes : its principles are laid bare, and we 
have what can not fail to heal and harmoniw— oecaiue 
to enlighten and elevate— a philosophical history of 
the Southern Rebellion.— £^Mton I^ranter^, 



